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ſhankes, with his returne from 
the Holy land. 
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he Famous Chronicle 
Hiſtoric of King Edvvard the firſt, ſur- +. 
named Edwarde Long-ſhankes : with 
the ſinking 0 oer Elinor at Cha- 
ting · croſle, and her tiſing againe 
at Potters-hith, 'other Wife © ; 


Enter ꝙibæ de Clare Earle of Gloceſter, with the 2 


Earle of Suſſex, Alurtimer the Earle of March, 
Dauid Lluellens brother, waighting on Elmer 
the Queene mother. e | 


Th Queene Mother. 'N 
Y Lord Liuetenaut of Gloceſter,and Lord Mortimer, - 
T2 do you honour in your Souexaignes eyes, 
That as we heare, is newly come a land, 
From Paleſline, with all his men of warre: 
I be poore remainer of the royall Fleete, 
Preſeru d by miracle in Sicill Roade. 
Got mount your Courſers,meete him on the way, 
| Pray bim to ſpur his Steede, minutes and hourcs, 
Vnaft his Mother ſee hir princely Sonne, 


Manet Oweene Mother, 


luftrions England, auncie nt ſcare of kinges, 

Vh chivalne hath royallizuthy fame; 
That Runding br aue! terreſtiall vaile, 
Proclayming L t, and victories, 
the fartheſt wWorlde. 


Fr 
Ringes glorious | IT at 1s 
What war}ike nation paind in feates of Armes? 


Shining in glory of his ſaſe tetune. Excunt Lords 


„ 1 


What barbarous . — 175 
What climate v e Meridian 1 

Or frozen Zone vuder his brumall 44 - 

Erſt haue not eee Los of 

Of Britaine, and her mighty Co ES. 

Her bour Real mes, as — Pug | 

Aude with their dee es, and icalious ot her armed 

2 Hauc begd defenſive and offenfine ; 


| + Al 
4 | Thus Europe tiche and mightie in her | 
5 Hath feard brave England Pdreadfull — 
5 Asd uo to eterniae Album Champions, | || | 
-. Tquiualent with Troians auncient fame, | | 
Comes —_— —— from le- 3 855 
E Veerin axe the winde, ploughin Sea, Bade 
| py His ireched ſailes filde with the 4 of men, | 
3 bh That through the worldg-admires his manliges. | 
| | | Andloe at ſaſt, ariued in Dower Roade, 5 A | 
N ante yout K our glo ut aha; 
| We f BE Md oe hor warlike koighes, 
Like bloody as, way Mars orclookes his Hoſte, 
Higher then all his atmie by the bebd,- | | 
Martchivg along as bright as Phabys eyes, | | é 
And we his Mother ſhall beholde our — 
And Englandes Peeres ſhall ſee their Soucraigne, | 


1 ** 8 | 4 * * bo o | ; 
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Eh The Trumpets ſound, nd enter the trdine, va. bis ndimed S 
„ | vvilh Head peeces cd Garlandes on them euery man iche 
7 croſſe on bis coate: 2 chair, hi Garlæmie ant 
bis Plumes on bis Headpeece, bis Euſßgne in bis hand. Enter after 
them Gloceſter & Mortimer bere headed, & others as many as. 
mañ be. Then Longſhanks & hu vvife Elinor, Edmund Couch- 
back, and lone, and Signior Moumfort the Earſe of Leiceſtert 
priſoner, vvith Sailer. and Soaldiers, and Charles de Mountor 
bis brother. 
Q. Mother. Gloceſter, Edward: O hay frcere bonnes. 
And then 0 falles, and ſoundes. | 
Lengih. Helpe Ladies: O ingtatefu il deſteny, 3 3 
To welcome Edvard with this magedy. .|- — 
Cloceſl. Pacient your highnes, tis but mothers loue, 4 5 
Rece iu'd with ght of her thrice valiant bonnes. 
Madam, amaze nor : fee his Majeſtic | 
Returnd with glory fromthe holy lind. 


Moth. 


of Edward Eoneshankes. 


The honourable Souldiers of the higheſt, 

- Beare with your Mother,whoſe aboundant lone, 
With teares of ioyes ſalutes your ſweete returne, 
From famous iourneyes: bard a nd fortunate, 

But Loyjdes, alas bow heauic is our lofſe? 

Since your departure to theſe Chriſtian warres, 

The King your. Father,and the Prince your Sonne, 
And your braue Vnckle Almaines Emperour, - 
Lib. Take comfort Madamyleaue theſeſad laments, 
Deare was my Yncklc,dearer was my Sonne, | 
And ten times deatet wanmy noble Father: 

Yet yrere theic liues valewd at thouſand worldes, 
They cannot ſcape the arreſt of dreadfull death: 
Death that doth ſeaze and ſommon all alike. 
Thea leauing them to heauenly bleſſedneſſe, 
To ioyne in thrones of glory with the iuſt, 

I do falute your royall Maieſtie. 5 | | | 
My gratious mother Qaeene,and you my Lordes, pl | 
Gulbart de Clare, Suſſex, and Mortimer, 7 | 
And all the princely ſtares of Englandes peeres, 
With health and honour to your hartes content, 3 8 
And welcome wiſhed England, on whoſe ground, „ | | 
Theſe feete ſo often haue deſird torread, | | - | 
Welcome ſweere Queene my fellow Traucller, 

Welcome ſweere Nell my fetow mate in armes, 

Whoſe eyes haue ſeene the ſlaughtered Saraʒem, 

Pil de in the ditches of leruſatem. 

And laſtly welcome manly followers, N 

That beares the ſcars of honour and of armes: 

And on your War- drummes carry crownes as Ringes, 
Crowne Murall, Nauall, and triumphant all: 

At vie w of whom the Turtes haue trembling fled, 

And Sara ʒens like Sheepe before the walles, . 
Haue made their cottages inwalled townes, 
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Champions of our C. 
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But Bulwarkes had no tence to beate you backe: 


Lordes, theſe and they will enter braſen gates, | > | ; 


And tcare downe Lime and Morter with their nailes, 
Imbrace them Barons, theſe haue got the name, | | 


Of Englih Gentlemen and Knightes at armes. 
Not one of theſe but in the Champaine ficlddde © 
|? 43. | _ 

| 


y be Hiflori⸗ 


Hith wonnehis crowne; his collarand bx fury | 
5 Not Ceſar leading through the ſtreers of Rome, | 
Ft oo 8 I be captiue — ot conquered nations, 
_ „ Was in his princely triumphes bonoured more, 
== __ Then Englih Edvvardin this martiall fight, | 
W 15 Countrimen your lims axclotin g in ſeruice of the Lord, 
Which is your glory and your Counties fame. 
. Fo h'ns, vou ſhall haue liumg, — 
: And be m counlellers in warres affaire 
Souldiers : tdowne, Nell fit thee by my fide, | . 
Theſs be Prince Edvard, pomipious treaſurlie. 


The Queene Mother being ſet on the o fide and Quine wil 
on | the ather, the king ſittetb in the middeſt mounted higheſt, 
and at bis feet the Enſigne underneath — 


| O glorious C apiroll,beautions Senate bee, 
Triumphant 24 vvard, how like ſturdie Oakes, 
Do theſe thy Souldicrs circle thee abour,, | 
To ſhield and ſhelter thee from Winters forme 
Diſplay thy croſſe, olde Aimes of the Vies, | | 
Dub on your Drummes tand with Indiaes lame, } 
My luſtie Weſterne lads, Matreueim thou. 
Sound proundly here a perfect poynt of ware, 
In honour of thy Soutraignes ſafe returne. 
Thus Longshanhes bids bis Souldiers Bien veneu. 
Vſe Drummes, Trumpeti, aud Enſignes : and 
then ſpcake Eduvard. 3 
dvd. O God my God, the brightnes of my by, 
85 How oft haſt thou preſeru d thy ſeruant lafe,0 | 
Ry ſea and land, yea in the gates of death, 
G God tathee how highly am I bound, | 
For ſeiting me with theſe Engi 1 
One of my manſion Houſes will l . 
To be a Colledge for wy mayme 
Where euery one {hall haue an hundred . 
Of yeetely pentio n to his maintenance. | | 
A Souldicr that for Chriſt and countrey fightes, | 
Sball want no lyuing whilſt king Edwvard luer 
Lordes you that oue me, now be liherall, 
And giue your larges to theſe maymed men. 
3 IT owandes this EcRQion * 300 mot give, 


ou 


of Edward 4 


Out of her dowrie,fue thouſand poundes of gall, 
To finde them Surgeons to recure their woundes. 
— 2 * —— lives, 
| tie pound of yecrely fee, 
And be my beadſman, ſather if you pleaſe, 
Longsb. — tell you England nouer bred, 
A better ſouldier then your Beadſman is, 
And that the — his Armie felt. 
Edmund. Out of the Dutchie of tiche Lancaſter, 
I Tofinde ſuſt bedding for their bruzed bones, 
Duke Edmund giues three thouſand pounds, | 
b. Gramercics brother Edmund, 
is Englandvnder Edwvards raigne, 
When men are had ſo highly in regarde, 
That Nobles ſtrive who ſhall remunerate, 
The ſouldiers reſolution with tegarde. 
My Lord of Gloceſter hat is your beneuolence? 
| A A 2 markes, and pleaſe your Maicſtie. 
* my Lord of Suſſex? 
ele. Five hundred pound, and pleaſe your maieſtic. 
Long. What ſay you fir Dauid af Brec knock. 
Daxid. To a louldicr fir Dauid cannot be too liberall, 
Vet that I may giue no more then a poore knighe is ab le 
ou not preſume as a mightie Earle, 
I giue my Lord foure hundred, foure ſcore, 
And runeteene poundes: 
And ſo my Lord of Suſſex I am behind you an ace. 
Suſſex. And yet fir Dauid,y e aumblcatter pace. 
Wel ſaid Dauid thou touldſt not be a Camber Britain, 
It thou didſt not loue a ſouldier with thy heart, 
Let me ſee now if my Arithmericke wil lerue, 
To totall the particulars. 
Qu, Ele. Why my lord I hope you meane, 
I ſhal be a benefactor to my fellow loulders 
Long: halbes. And wel ſaid Nell. 
What wilt thoul ſer downe for thee? 
Q. Eli. Nay my Lord I am of age to ſet it done for my ſelle. 
Lou willalowe what I do, will you not? 
Longsh. That I will Maddam, 
Were it to the value of my kingdome. 
Qu Elin. What is the ſumme my lord? 


* 10000, pounds my Nell. 
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* 'nNg of Englandes wife, and the K 


% 


The ie 
weene Eli. Then EU ar Unt 
nes 
and giue ſuch a largies, that rhe chene Is 
crake with. recorile of thy libe tali. 
Pai turient monte“: neſttr redientin mu 1 
There my Lord,nche one ke, not three, 
But u poore C1 Fir erin Agrum to inri darn Fellowes, | | 
And compound their Figure in their ki a 
Longsh. Madame I comme nde your tompoſition, 
An argument of your honourable diſpoſition; | 
Sweete Nel, thou ſhouldſt not be thy ſelfe, 2 85 
Did not with thy mounting minde, IE» | 8 


Thy gift ſurmount the reſt. — 1 
Gloceſter. Call you this Kidieului mus? mary Gr this Mouſe a 
Would make a foule hole in afaire Cheeſe: | | 10 

Tis but a Cipher in Agrum N 


And it hath made of 20000, poundes; 980658. - pound 
Edmund, A princely gift, and worthy memorie. hes 
Sloceſter. My gratious Lord, as erſt [ was a:bgnde 
Lieutenant to his Maieſtie, | 
Here tchder I vp the Crowne left in charge with me, 
By your princely father King Hemi. 
Who on his death bed ſtill did call for 72. 
And dying, wilde to you the Diadem. 


| Loneshankes. Thankes worthy Lordes: | 
And ſeeing by doome of heauens it is decreed, 
And lawfull line of our ſuccesfion, | | 
Vnworthy Edvard is become your king, 1 
We take it as a bleſſing From wnrks, hie, 


And wil our Coronation be folemmzed, | 


Vpon the 14. of Decembernext. 
Dx. Eli. Vponthe 14. of December next? | 
Alas my Lord, the time is all too ſhort | 
And ſudden, for ſo great ſfolemnitiet, | - 
A yeare were ſcarſe enough to ſet aworke, 


Tailers, Imbroderes, and men of ws geuice 
For preparation of ſo great eſtate. 

Truſt me ſweete Ned, hardly ſhall I berhinke me, 
In twentie weekes what faſhionrobes to weare, 
I pray thee then deferre it till the Spring, 

That we may haue our * Ff deuice. 


* 
5 
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of Edward Longshankes, 5 


I meane to ſend for Tailets into Spaine, | 
That ſhall confer of ſome fantaſtickt ſutes 
With choſe that be our cunningſt Engliſhmen, 
What let me braue it now, or neuer, Med. 
Long, Madam content ye,would that were greateſt care, 
You ſhall haue eee to your harts deſite, | 


I neuer ted but Engliſhmen exceld, . 
For change of rare deuiſes euery way. + 
. Eli Tet pray thee Ned, my Loue,my Lord, and King, 

My fellow Souldier, and compeere in armes, 

Do ſo much honour to thy Eh 
IT o wenre a ſute that ſhee ſhall giue thy grace, 

Of her owne coſt and workmanſhip perhaps. 
| hh rem Twill come by Ieaſure 2 «tow I feare, 
Ib ' art too fine fingard to be quicke at worke. 
| Tongsh. Twixt Wa greater matter breakes no ſquare, 

o it be ſuch my Nell, as may beſeeme, 
be nuieſtie and greatnes of a king. 

And now my Lords ead louiug friendes, 

Follow your Generall to the Court, 

Aftet his trauels to repoſe him then, 

There to recountwith pleaſure what is paſt, a 

Of warres alarums, ſhowers,and ſharpeſt ſtormes. 

| Exeunt all ſauing nee. wy and ber daughter. 

„ Eli. Now Elmer, now Englandes louel 
yy * thee ot the 8 of thy 3 

And how to beate thy ſelfe with Royaltic, 

Aboue the other Queenes of Chriſtendome: 

That Spaine reaping renowne by Elingr, 

And Elinor adding renowne to Spaine, 

 Britazne may ber magnificence admire. 
| | I tell thee Jone what time our highnes fits, 

Vnder edr royall Canopie of ſtate, | 

Gliſtering with pendants of the pureſt golde, 

| Like as our ſeate were ſpangled all with ſtars, 

The world ſhall wonder at our Maieſtie, 

As if the daughter of the eternal l Ops 

Turnd to the likenes of Vermilion futnes: 

| Where from her cloudy wombe the Centawres leapt, 

Where in her royall ſeate mthronized, 

lone. Madame, if lone thy daughter may aduiſe, 
| Let not yuur kongui make your manners change, 
N 8 | 
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And ſurcnes of the richeſt common wealth | | 
Thar Prince were better liue a dy meh | 
8 Q — 5 Engl wen 
| 8 But we ſhall holde them in a Spaniſh ye tt 
et vs home to ptouide, | 
For all the 8 5 
Tn our great Chamber ſha'be ſet aworke, | 
And in myHailſhall bountifully feede, mr 
My Kiag-like Phabus Bri like (1 ns, 
Wuh louely Xbeess to her glasfic bed, | 
Andal ben gasse. s, | ; 
Toſee Edwa —— . 
e ge, Tone. 
| Lasik. 


Inter Linellen als Prince f Wales : -Rich ap Meredeth ines 
«p Rice,vvith ſevordes and buc tler, and freeze Jerhew, 
Lluel. Come Rice, and rouſe thee for thy countries good, 
follow the man that meanes to make you great: 
Follow Lluellen, rightfull Prince of Wales,” : 
Sprung from the loynes of great Caduvallader, 
Diſcended from the) loynes of Troian Brute, | 
Aad though the tracerous Sans, Normans ,Denes, 
Have fpent the true Romans of glorious Trop = 4 
Within the weſterne mountaines of this Ile: Pa | 
| Yet haue we hope to climbe theſe ſtonie pales, | 
5 When Londoners as Romans earſt amazde, 
£ ö Shall crembling crie, Llucllens at the gate. 
| . T 8 this, chus haue [ brought you foorth 
7 Diſpuiſde to Milford hauen: heere atteude 
8 The landing of the Lady Eliner. 
Her ſtay 40 make me muſe: the wind iakdes faire, 
And tea dayes hence we did expect them Vfere⸗ 
Neptune be die to my * 5 


And 


of Edward cab 


| And deere ber keele with thy three forked mace, 
That fromthisſhore I may debold her layles, 
Andi in mine armes imbrace my deareſtdexce. 
Rice. Braue Prince of Wales, this —— march, . 
|  'Cavnotbut turne to Cambrigs common good, 
Simon de Mompert, her thriſe valiant ſonne, 
| Thatinthe Barons warres was Generall, | 
Was lou d and honoured of the Engliſhmen, 
When they ſhall heare, ſhees your eipouſed wiſe, 
| 1 Grace we ſhall haue great ſupplie, 
I make our roades in England mightche. 
oven. What we reſolu d. muſt ſtron 2 be performd, 
Before the King returne from Paleſſi 
| Whilſt be winnes glory at Jeruſalem, 
Let vs winne ground ypon the 
Luck Ovven ap Rice, tis that L'nelles feares, 
I feare me Edvard will be come a ſhore, | 
| Fre we can m. ke prouifion for the warre. 
But be it as it will, withio his Count | 
| My brother Dauid is, that beares a face, 
As if be were my greateſt cnimie: | 
He by this craft (hall creepe into her hart, 
And giue intelligence from time to time, 
Ot ber intentions, driftes, and ems. 
Heere let vs reſt ypon the ſalt ſea ſhore, 
And while our eyes long for our hartes deſires, 
Let vs lie friendes paſtime vs on the Bades, 
Our frolike mindes are ominous for good. 


Enter Friar Hugh ap Dazid, Guenthian bis Vel 
in Flannell, and lache his Nouices 
| Friar. Guenthian,as I am true man, 
So will I do the beſt I can: 
Guentbian, as I am true Prieſt, 
So will I be at thy beheſt. 
Guent hian, as l am uue Friar, 
So will ] be at thy deſire. 
Noxice. My Maſter ſtandesrooneare the fier, 
| Truſt bim not Wench, he will proove a lyer. 
'Livel, True man, uue Friar, true Prieſt, and true knaue, 
f Theſe foure in one, this Trull ſhall haue. 
Friar. Heere ſweare I by my ſhauen crow ne, 


Ba | Wench, 


BY 


Nouice, Now Maiſtet as Iam reve wage 


Guenmth. Mas Friar,as I am true 
Sodol holde mee well — 
Ti Churchmang laje and 
rene | 4 1 
And therefore weene l as my creede, | 
Your wordes ſhall com — —. 
Dauie my deare, 7 
Thine owne — = 

Rice. Aud ſo moe: beam. 

Frlar. Then my Guentbian to begin, 5 
Sich idleneſſe in loue is ſinne, 13 

Boy, tothe tone, l ou — bie, = 

And ſo returne 82 y and by. 

When thou with Cakes and Ma 

And other iunkers | | | 

Haſt filde thy bo — 17 1 = 


— 7 


L will be neither late nor Ia 
But goc and come with g cheere, 
Ere Gib our Cat can licke her ear. | 

For long agoe | learned inſthoole, | 

That Louers de ſire, and pleaſures coole: 

Sain Ceres ſweetes, and Bacchus vine. 

Now Maiſter, forthe Cakes and Wine. 

Exit Nowice. 
Friar. Wendh,to paſſe away the time in gles, 

Guentbian be thee downe by mee: 

And let our lippes and voyces mecte, 

lu a merriecountrey ſong. 

Guenth. Friar, I am at becke and bay, E 
And at dy commaundement to ſing and 05 
And other iportes among. 
Owen, Imarrie my Lot 


—— 


cis omhat like a mans maney 
Heeres 


of Edward Longchankes. 
Heeres a wholſome Welſh Wench, | 


Lapt in her Flannel! as warme as Wooll, | 
And as . ieee 


The Friar and Guentbian 
Pax wobis, —_ goodk 
. thing els wh 
cls to to Friar? 

Owven. Much . 222 are 
Trine 

Fri. And you fir when yee eate:: 
Haue ye any thing els to ſay to the Friar? 

 Livel, Nothing, but I would gladly know, 
* our firſt diſh, what — lab ſeraice 
Friet. It may be ſit, I count it ph 
o feede but on one diſh at a ſitti | 
Sir would <p any * with the Friar? 

Rice. O nor fir, hor haue any manners, | 
You might bi vs fall w__ 

Frlay. Nay, and chat be the matter, good enough, 

Is this all yee haue to ſay to the Friar? 

| Livel. All we haue to ſay to you fir : it may be fr 
We would walke a fide with your Wench a litle. 

Friar, My maiſters and friendes, I am a poore Friar, 2 man of 
Gods making,and a ee. fellow as you are, le ecte, face, 
and hands; — hart p to toe, of my worde, right ſhap 
and Chriſtendome: and 1 book a Wench as a Wench ſhould 


5. 


loued; and it you loue your ſelfe, walke good fri endes I pray, 


and let the kalen alone with his fleſh 
Lluel. O Friar, your holy mother the Church reaches you to ab- 


ſtai ne from theſe Kae 0 therefore my maiſters tis a deede of 


charitic to remooue this ſtumbling blocke: a faire Wench, a 
ſhrewd temptati on to a Friars conſcience. 


Guen, Friend, if you knew the Friar halfe ſo well as the Baylie of 


Byec knock,you would thinke y ou might as ſoone moue Munck 
Dauie into the ſea, as Guenthiay from his ſide. 

Lluel. Mas by your leaue, weele prooue, 

Guenth, At yur perill, if you mooue his patience, 

Friar, Brother, other, and my good Countrimen. 


Liuel. Countrimen? nay I cannot thinke that an Engliſh Friar, $4 


Will come ſo tarre into Wales bare footed. 


Ovven, Thats more then you know : _ yet my Lord, be _ 


B 3, 
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= 


, Ne 

2 neare. | 
Fri. Hands off good countriman, at fi & faire warnin . 
Lluel. — - Da — 


Friar. . and my bea, | 
: — —-— EA | 
Rice. Eaſe me no calings, weele caſe you of this carriage. 
Friar. Fellow be gone quicklie, ox thy pike taſte and l will * 
che aw Wha ve vengeance, | | 
Livel. I am ſorie truſt me, to (ce the church lo vhpaticar. 
Friar. Yea, Dogs ounes; do mea ſhrewde turne, and mocke me 
roofkſh and bloud will not beare this : then ri e vp Robart and 
ſay to Ricberd; Redde rationem vil'scation's tic : ir Countrima®, 
kinſman, Engliſhman, Wel ſhman, you wich the Wench, ra- 
turne your Habeas corpus;herey a Citciorari tor your Procedenda. 
oven. Hold Fri r, we are thy countrimen. 
Rice. Pd. payd, Digone, we arc thy « mrimen, Mundue, | 
Friar. My countrimen? nay marry fr ſhall yuu ot be my coun- 
trimen: y zu fir, you; ſpecually you| lr, that refule the Friar, and 
renounce his countre. =» 
Lee. . Friar, hold thy hands, thao Tam + Gendernan, las 
aWel ſhman,and 1 are the reſi, of boneſtie. | 
Friar. Of honeſtie ſaieſt thou? | | 
They are neither Gentlemen nor Welſhmen, | 
| That will demie their countrie : Come hather works, 
Ve haue D — 
For denying of their Coumrie. 
T4 Make as if yee vvould fight. 
Rice. Friar, thou worteſt not what dane 
This is the Prince, and weare all his traine, | 
| Diſpoſedto be pleaſant withthee a lietles:— 
But I perceiue Friar, thy noſe will bade nojcft, 
Frier. As much as you will wich me Gr, 
Baut not at any hand with my Weneb, 
I, and Abad my man hecre, | | 
For heere, contra omnes gente. 5 
But in this Lluc/lew the great Camber Britaine?. 
Liyel It is he Friar, giue me thy hand, ( | 
And gramercies twentie times, 
I promiſe thee thou haſt cudgeld 
I uo as good leflons into ny iacket, 


As on Bo Rog „ | 
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of Edward 1 


bees is, not tobe too bube with an other mans cattele 
The other, not in haſt to dene my countrey. 
Friar. Tis pittie my Lorde bar you ſhould haus more of his lear 


3 — 
3 Friar but thou ſhouldſt be Liuollens\ thou 
edifieſt ſo well; and ſo ſhalt thou be, of mine 1 
Ientertaine thee, thy boye, and thy cru} co fllom my forume, 
in Sccula ſeculorum. 
Friar. And Richard my man fir, and you lone me, 
9 weathers, - 
And thea you haue me in my colours. 
Line karre „ | 


Enter the Hayger, mfg uri 
io lead a Sauldiers life. f 


Goe * too, you Hritaines all, 

And play the men boch and ſiuall, 

od mean 2 — tl $0 

makes the Prophets crie | uy 

Tus da et di te de ie dum, N 
That you muſt marche boch all and ſum, 

Againſt your foes wich trumpe and Drum? 

N youfrom God, that you ſhall ouercome. 

Vith a tune both vualet. 

Llue!, What now? who haue we heere? | 

Tun date dite dote dum. | 
Friar. What haue we a fellow dropeout of the clement? 

Whats he for a man? 
Nice ap Mer. Knoweſt thouthis Gooſecap? | 
Friar. What? not Moreain Pig, our good Welt Prophet, 

Otis a holic Harper. 


Meredith. A P 2 | 8 


| Good my lets hare a few of his ines, l pray you. 
Nauice. My Lords, tis an od fellow I can tell you, | | 

As any is in all Wales: 

He can ſing, rime-with reaſon, and tine wnou can, 


And unhout reaſon or time. 


Lluellen. The duell he can, 


Rime with reaſon, and rime without Y 


And realen without rume: "I "= m 
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Piet, lucke out | 
And . F nhy pipes, 
From the kinderkindof thy knowledge. 7 
_ Friar. Knowledge wy ſonne, knowledge I warrant ye, 
How ſayſt thou Myrgnive, are thou A vpber? 
Harper. Friat, Friat, s Prophet verily, | | 


For great loue, 
Sent from aboue, to bring him vitorie. 


Mered. Come then gentle Prophet, las ſee bal, thou canſt late 
thy Prince: ſay, (hall we haue good e in our n 


2 or no? 


2 Wherthe Wentercoke deren cle 
Shall ingender young ones inthe Belferic, | 

And a heard of Goates leaue e eee | 

To becloathed in filuer: 

; Thenſhall Brute be borne a new, | 
And Wales record their auncient hew: 
n 

* This m L moeanes A | 

bel A pray nll S& 
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Liuel. | 2840 
Harp. The Goates — piſhire to be ed in fiber 
are the ſiluer Goates your men wore on their ſlecues. | 
Friar, O bow I loue thee Morgaine Pigot our fweete Propher, 
Lie. Hence rogue with your des, out of m = fight. 
' Mere. Nay good my +74 019%" eee theſe meerers, 
He hath great ſtore in his head. | 
Nauice. Yea,and of the beſt in the market, 7 
And your Lordſhip would vouchſafe to heare them, | 
Lluel. Villaine away, Ile heare no more of yqur e el. 
Harper. When legges ſhall loſe their len 4 | 
Retvrning weeric homefrom out the Holland: | 
A Welchman ſhalbe King, and gouerne mertie England. 
Mered. Did I not tel your Lordſhip be would hit it home anon? 
Friar. My Lord, he comes to yous time, thars far. i | 
„„ Nowice, 


= e Se 
— . — 2 


9 er cere of our Lord God. 127%, hall 
jp ig Bans 


of Edward b 


Noune. 1 maiſter and you marke bim, he bit ibe maike *. 
Ae, Why d When legs . heir length. 
Novice, Wh When legs loſe t 
And 4 yee Ide vp thei ſtrength: 
Returning weerie home from out the heed 
A Welſhman ſhall be king, 
And gouerne mertie England. | 
Why my Lord, in this prophe ſie, s your 4 as pl 4 
. as a three hallepence chrough 2 _ - butter in 2 


ſunnie Ay. 

Friar. 2 chat ſees chres, balke wh | 
© tarrietill the buttet be melted in the ſunne : and foorth ap- 
plie boy. hs 5 

Nomce. - Nos ego maiſter, doe you and you 4 


Lell. And ſo boy thou meaneſt, hee — this crophctie,* 
may ſee Longzbankes fhoner by the bead, and Livelien weate 
= crowne in the field. 

By lady my Lord, you go neare the matter, 
"Toi what lanh Morgaine Pigote more? 
ſpring from 
of Brute, one whoſe wiues name being 5 perfect 
end ol . oonſummate the peace berwixt England 
and Wales, and be aduaunced to tide through Cheapſ de with a 
crow ne on his head; and thats meant by yeur Lordſhip : for 
yuur wives name being Ellen, and your owne , bearcth 
the perfect end of your owne name : ſo muſt it needes be, hat 
for a time Ellen de. from Linelles , yee being betrothed in hare © 
2 athers,muſt neoder be aduzunced tobe higheſt of your 
inne. | 

Livel. lacke, I make him by priſoner, | 
Looke what way my e = way goes he, 

Aerea Sina, ſee you runre ſwifteſt. | 

Friar. Farewell, be farte from che Spigot. Exit. 

Nowce. Now fir, if our coynric Ale, were 2s good as your Me- 
theglev, I would teach youto play the naue, or you * 
te ache me to play the Harper. 

Harp. Ambo : boy, you are too I ght ned 
As I am light minded. 

Novice It ſeemed to me thou art fitteſt, and paſſing well. 

Excuns 5 
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1 Say man, whin ode 
55 Guenther. Bad my Lo 


files be fo and ſo maiſ thou: | 
let hep the AION " — 


VL. aded he et eee | 
: Paleſtine lafe by his Engliſh Lords. | | 5 
of Recewed in triumphes like an carthl / n | 4 | 
He liues, to weate his fathers Di | | 
And ſway the lworde of brittiſh _— | 
Ba But E{:40r, thy Elinor. i ; 
Luellen And what of het? 
r amorous Neptune gazd vpon my bei 
And ſtopt her paſſage with his forked macc: 
Oc that l —2 tcate, O deadly feare, . „ 
Enamoured Nereus, douth he withhold my Eluat | 
Gucniber. Nor Neptune, Nertus, nor other Gd, | 
Wuhbolder! from my gratious Lord his loue, 
— crue ll Edvvard, that 1 = 
Wihholds thy licteſt louely Elinor, 
Taking in a Pmnaſle on the narrow leas, | 
By foure tall Ships of Briſtovve: and with her, 
Lord Emerick het Vnhappie noble brother, | 
As from Montargis buthcrward they faldes | 
| Thus fay I in brecte, theſe letters tell ar large. 
. = L'ucllen reades lu; brother Dawids letters, 1 1 
i Lluel. 1s Longſhankes then, ſo luſtie now become, [ | 
is my faite loue, my beautious El | | 
Villanc, damnde vi lianes, not to | 
Or fence hat ſacred perlonfrom her foes, | 5 
Sunne couldſt thou ſhine, and (ce my loue belet, | 
Aud didſt not cloath thy cloudeg in fetie comes 
Ore all the heauens SG winged ſulphure Ames, - | 
As when the beames like mounted combatancs, | „ 
Banaild with Pyetion ig * tallogcd _ Z Ha | 
iT Bur 
j ; f | 
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- |. Toarmes uc lane, ſprong o 1 ſeed; 
And v ich your ſwordes write in the booke © Te, 
| Your bees Characters of blond. 
| Ovven ap Rice, whale we ſtay for further fogge, 
Prepare aw ofte, and take with thee, 

A hundred choſen of thy couutrimen, T 
And ſcowreche marches with your Welſh 


| That en may thinke the diuell is come. 
Rice ſhall remaine with me: make ——_ boade, 
In reſalution to revenge theſe 


Wich bloud of thouſandes guildleſſe o this rage, 
\. | Flie thou on them amaine: Edvvard, my loue 
Be thy hues bane . Follow me countrimen, 
| Wordes make no way, my Elinor is ſurprizd, 
| Robdam [of the comfort of my life: 
And know I chis and am not veng d on him: 
| Exit Lluellen, and the other 1 han” 
| Manet the Friar, and Nouice. 
Friar. Come Boy, we muſt buckle 1 ſee, 
The Prince is of my profesfion right; 
Rather than he willloſe his Wench, | 
He will fight 4b ouo vſque ad mala. 
Novice. O Maiſter, doubt you not, but your Nouice will prooue 
a hot ſhot, with a bottle of Metheglin. | 
Exeunt, ere the Vench fall mio a V lib ſong, and the 
Friar aunſdvere, and the Nouice betvene. 


Enter the nine Lordes of Scotland, voith their nine Page: {| 
halter, king Edvvard in bis ſute of Glaſſe, 
weene E inor, Quc ene Mother,the Ring 
| and Lucene under a Canop. 'e. 
Ling Nobles ot Scotland, ve thanke you all, 
For this dayes gentle princely ſeruce done, 
To Edward Fnglandes King and Scotlandes Lord: 
Our Coronations due {ollemnitie, | 
Is en ſed w th applauſe of all eſtates. | 
| Now then let vs appole and reſt vs heere: 


But ſpecially we * you gentle Lordes, 
| y N Ca | T hat 


8 
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Thar you fo well baue gourrned our | 
As being gr —— iarre, 
You ng Edvverd y your eee 
To calme, to and to compound: | | 
Thanke Britains ſtrife of Scotlands | 
I haue nodoubx faite lords but you well wot, | 
How fachons waſte the ritcheſt Commonwealth, 
And diſcord ſpoiles the ſeates of mightic kings, 
The Barons warres, atragicke wicked warre, 
- Neblcs how bath it ſheken Englands ſtrengh 
Induftri it ſeemes to me you h 
Loiallie ventured to t chis 
For which, ſich you haue choſen me — 
rr 8 8 
Baliol. ViRtonous Ed vuurd, towhom the Scortiſhkings 
Owe homage as their lord and { igne, |. | 
Amongſt vs nine, is but one lawfull king: - 
But might we all bei in this caſe, | 
Then ſhould in Scotland be nine kings at once, 
And this contention neuer ſet or limited, | 
To ſtaie theſe iartes we jointlie make appeale, | 
To thy imperiall throne, who knowes our . 
We ſtand not on our titles before your grace, | 
But do ſubmit our ſe lues to your rde. 
And whom your Maieſtie ſhall name to be dur king, 
To him weele yeeld obedience as a king, | 
Thus willinglic, and of their one accorde, | 
Doch Scotland make great Englands king thciriud dge. 
Long. Then nobles,fince you all agree in one,. 
1 hat for a crowne ſodiſagree in all: 
Since what I do, ſnall reſt inreuacable, 
And louelie England to thy louely Queene, 
Louche Qgeene Elnor, vnto her turne thy eye, 
Whoſc honor can not bue loue thee well, | 
Holde vp your hands in fight, with generall voice, 
That ate content to ſtand to our award. | 


They all holde vp their bandes, and le bal. 


Delmwer me the golden Diadem. 

Loe here L holde the goale for which ve ſtrived, 
Aud hce:e behold my worthie men at armes, 
For chiualrie and worthie wildomes praiſe, 
Wornthic cach one to weare a Dude 


of Edvard . 


— —ͤ— 4 
Tn Goda devine weighted aw 
— 
) | Baliol behold, Tres 
| — — with cthankfulnes; 
Sound Trumphers, and ay all after me, 
FF 


King Nl the Scottib ling, 


Thu lords, though reaſi 
Fo ee 
Baliol your anointed king: 


| — — co premnes Dae l 
That is in peace of Scotlands crowne poſſeſſ. 
Baliol, Thankes roiall England fur thy honour docne, 
This iuſtice, chat hath calmd our civell rife, 
| Shall now be ceaſt with honourable lee, 
Fo mooued uf remorce and pi 
We wil erect a 2 — of my name, 
In Oxford will I bui 
Of Baliob bountie and —— 
And — — r ſee, 

Tben heere to England loyall I ſhall bee, 
Elinor. Now braue Jobs Balioll Lord of Gallaway, 
And king of Scots ſhine with thy goulden bead, 

| Shakethy ſperes in honour of his name, 
| Vader whoſe roialtic thou wcarſt the ſame. 


Queene Eliners ſheec che, 
The welken ſpangled through with goulden ſpots, 
Reflects no — in a froſtie night, 
Then loucly Long. bande i in hus E linors eye: 
So Ned, thy Nell in euery part of thee, 
Thy perſon's garded with atroope of Queenes, 
And cuery Queene as braue as Elo 
Gwe — to theſe glorious chriſtall quarries, 
Where eue ry robe an obiect entertaines, 
Of niche deuice and privcelic maieſtie: 
Thus like Narciſſus diuing in the deepe, 
die in honour and inEnglands atmes: 
And if I drow ne, it is in my delight. 
C3 * 


The Trumpets ſaumdi, all ene aloud, God [axe 


ages 


| 
: 
, 
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Whoſe 


| - 
fe, | | 
nent ioy in women be, 1 | | 

of all ſweetes, ſweete Nell it is in thee, | 

low lopds along by this the Earle of Marche, 
9 ord Mortimor or Cambriaes mountaine tops, 
8 Hach rang d his men, and feeles Liyellens e. 
ha To which confines that well in waſting be, #7 
| Our ſollemne ſeruice of corenation 


We will amaine to backe our friends ar 1 | en] | 
And into Wales our men at armes ſhall march, -] 
And we with them in perſon foote by foore, | 
Brother of Scotland, you ſhall to your home, 
And liue in honour there faire Englands friend, 
And thou ſweet Nell Queene of king Edvvards heart, 
Shall now come lefler at thy ri lone, 
And at coronation meete thy louiag peere, 
Wben ſtormes are paſt, 4. we haue coolde the rage 
Of cheſe rebellious Welfhmen that contend. 
| Gainſt Englands maieſtie, and Eduard: crywne, 
Sound Trumpets ,Harolds Jead the traine along, 
This be king e feaſt and hollie day. | 
| Ert. 


— 
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Enter the Maris of London hw church, | 
and Muſicke before ber, 

Du, Elk Gloceſter, who may this be, abtide or r what? 

[ prate yee lone goc lee, | 

And know the rea ſon of the harmonie. BYE 
lone. Good woman let it not offend you any whit, 

Fot to deliuer vnto me the cauſe, | | 

That in this vnuſuall kinde of ſort, 

You paſſe mel ſucetes with * ſo. 


Maris 


Who tor I have been deliucted of onne. 
Hauing not theſe doozen yeer 
Now in my Husbandes yeere 


Erin Ag oodly Boy, * 4 
1 pa eben, beige b, — 


Which priuate pleaſure touchin elle, 
Shall bere no ay, I how allies e 8 
Wa You lo gentle Miſtres, 2 you in aged 

ut do not make it parcellof your Creede, \ 
Maris. Alas Tam vndone, it is t 


The proadeſt Qucene thar euer . 


Exeunt Mari, & one!. 


ae. Come Glofter, lets to the Oourt and reuel there. 


Exeunt Gloceſter and the Den 
Euter Meredeth, 22 Livelien 


David. Soft, is it not Mered 1b 1 beboldꝰ 0 

Lil. All good, all friendes : Meredeth, ſee ther man 
Muſt make ys great, and raiſe Lluellem head: 
Fight thou Lluellen for thy friend and thee, 


| Mex. Fight mauger fortune, ſtrong our batrailes ſtrong, 


And beare thy foes betore thy pointed launce. 

Daxid. Not too much proweſle good my lord at one 
Some talke of policic another while. 

| Mered. How comes my lims hurt at this aſſaule 
Llucl. Hurt fo Nur good, ere deth make account, 
Su Daxids wit is full of good deviſe, | 
And kindlie will — what he pretends. 

D awid. Enouth of this my Lord at once, 

What vill you that I holde the king in hand, 

Or what ſhall I eſpeciallie aduize, | 
 Sirting in counſell with the Er lordes, 
That ſo my counſell may auaile my friends; 

Lluel. David it thou wilt beſt for me deuiſe, 
Aduiſe my loue be rendered tomy hand: 
Tell them the Chaines that Mylcibererit made, 
To tie Prometheus ms to Cautaſis, 
Nor furies phanges ſhal hold me long from her, 

But l will haue her from the viurpers tent, 


6 7 La: 
— 8 + 


My beauious Eliwer : if 


Danuid. {. L,iherva Ciptachar 


Lue', Swectely aduized Dau, Ou bleſſeſt me. 


The Hiftorie | | 
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ts vs to our tru 
For might I ſee the ſtarre of Leiſters — 
It were enough todarken and obſcure 


tin bach her in charge, 
curably 


If in this caſe 
Expreſſe it then 


intreates your Elinor, Ez 
prayes Lluellen were in beauen, 


And thereby hopes to coache his loue on earth. 
Linellen. No,where Llae llen mountes, there ali. 


Infpeakable are my choughtes for her, 


ct ——— —— —— inn 
Dauid. Go to, it ſhall be fo, fo ſhall it be, 


Edvard is full reſolued of thy fayth, 
So are the Engliſh Lordes and Barons alle 


Then what may let thee to intrude on them 


Some new fond ſtratagem to feele their wit, 
It is enough: Meredeth take my weapons, | 
I am 1 ſoar the leaſt, | 
Go hence, and when you parle on ck vvalles 
Make ſhew of ns angie you inten 
To execute on me, as on the man, = 
That ſhamefully rebels gainſt kin and ki 
And leaſt thou baue thy loue, and make thy peace 
With ſuch conditions, as ſhall beſt concerve, 


- David muſt die(ſay thou)a ſhamefull deaths 


Edvvard perhaps with ruth and pittie moou J. | 
Will in exchange yeelde Elinor to thee. | | 
and thouby me ſhak gaine thy hartes deſire. 


My brother Dawd lengthener of my lyfe. | 
Friendes gratulate to me my loyful _— 
a6 ev 


OR and others, - 


Entey 


Longsh. Why Barons, ſuffer yee your focs to breathe? 


Aſſault, aſſaulc, and orgs m all amaiae, 


They feareghey flie,tbey faint, they * 
* . gende aud, in bis Dent 


rt collar, woitha ee Wh. 
s 


a ; in bis bande. 6 „ 
zag Whereis the pode diſturber ofour S, * 


Traitor to Wailes, and to his Soueraigne. 


Llacl. V ſurper,bere i am, what dooſt thou crave" 
Len. Welſhman alleagance,which thou oweſt the king. 
Lluel. Traitor, no king, that feekes thy countries ſ 
| | The famous runnagate of Chriſtendome. | 
Zone. Ambitious rebell, knoweſt thou what I am? 
Hou great, bow famous, and how fonunate, 

And darſt thou carie armes againſt me here, 
Euen hen thon ſhouldſt do reuerenee at my feere? 
Tena feard and honourd in the fartheſt parte, 

Hath Edv vard beene, thy noble Henries — © 

Traitor, this ſworde vnſheathd hath ſhined of 

Wich reekin g inthe bloud of Sarazens, 

When like to Perſeus on his winged ſteede, 
Brandiſſung bright the blood of Adamant, 

That ag cd Sa turne gaue faire Maias ſonne, 

Conflicting tho with Gorgen in the vale, 

Setting before the gates of Naxaretb, 

My Horſes hoofes I ſtaynd in Pagans gore, 

whole Countries of heathen joules, 


To Plutors houſe: thiy ſworde,thisthirſtic ſworde, 
Aymes at thy head. and ſhall I hope ere Jong, 
Gage and deuide thy bowels and thy bulke, 


8 oyall villaine er is more. 


Fuel. Wh >. ongihantts, thinkeſt ihou i will be ſcard with words? 
t 


No, didſt thou ſpeake 1 in thunder like to love, 

Or ſhouldſt as Briareus e at once, 

A hundred bloudie wordes, with bloudie band 
Itell thee Lengibanſtes, here he faceth thee, 
Whom nought can daunt,no not the ſtroke of deaths 
Reſolu'd yee fee; but fee the chaunce of warre. 
'Knowt thou a traytor and thou ſeeſt his head? 


Then Lorgihankes locke this millaice in the face: 
| D 


This: 


T be Hiftorie 


This Rebe ll he hach wrought his countries verd. | 


Bale raſcall,had and hated in his kande, 
ObicC of tach, and ſubiect of revenge, 

. Liuclien,calſt thou t his the chaunce of 
Badforvs all le, but worle tor hun. 


And noble == all 7 feare defies. 
Da ud. Kenowmed England, ſtarre of Edvvæ ol 
My liefeſt Lord and {weereſt Soueraigne, 
— — 
Tore 
That =_ was hewed wich foule defiled hands, 
For my beloued King, and Countries good, 
A 


It is but te chat y ou can inflict. 


Long. Brauely reſohr d ow Souldier by „ 
Friar. Harke you ſir, I am afcard you will aot be o — 


that time you knowe ſo much as I can ſhow you; 
esl cantell you, meancsto haue 1 


Dogg 
Mort. Luellen in the midſt of all hy braues, 


How vilt thou vſe e a haſt tane, | 


Wik chou let his maiſter ranſome him? 
Lell. No nor his miſtres gallant Mortomor, 
Wirh all the golde and of the had, 


| Mered. Raunſome this Judas to his fathers line, 
Rauaſome this traytor to his bratkers life, 


No take that earneſt of thy death, 


This touche my lord comes nothiug neere che marke, | 


fame and honour in my death, 


ed in grace and fauour with my Prince: : Þ 
Scaze on me bloudie butchers with your paweh, | | 
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here be 


Meredeth flabs him into the armes and shoulders. 


Lorgth. O damned villaine holde thy hands, 


Ashe and ave, 


Lluel. We will nor aske nor haue, ſeeſt thourheje oe. 


He vet bim bot Pinſers. 


The ſe be the Dozges ſhall baite him to the death 
1 teare his curſedfleſh, | 
ht here ſhall he bang and pe, 


And ſhall hy 
1 


Long. O . traitors, how will I be vengd 


Luc l. What chreas thou Edvuard, 
Delperate mindes contemne, 


That furie menacerh, ſee thy words effects. 


| He cuts bis noſe. 


| 
f 
5 


7 Edward Longihankes. 
David. O gratiom heauens, diſſolue me imo claje, 


This tirannie is more ood fleſh can beare. 

Lon. Beare i braue minde, fith nothing but blcud, 
Mey ü eee ie 4 5 

Suſſex. My lord it is in vaine to thteaten ther, 

I hey are prom mah ſce vpon his death. © 

Long. Suſſex, his death, they all ſhall buic it deare, 
Offer them any fauour for his life, 

Par don, or peace, ur ought what is beſide: 

So loue me God, as I regarde my friends, 

1 lvellen let me haue thy brothers lite, | 

Euen at what rate and ranſome thou wilt name. 

Livel. Edxvard king Edvard, as thou liſt be tcarmd, 


* 


Thou knowſt thou haſt my beautious Elinor, 
Produce her forth, to-plead for Davids life, 
She may obtaine more then an hoaſte of men. 

Tong. Wut thou exchange thy priſoner for thy loue? 

Livel, Take no more to me, let me ſec her face. 

Aorti. Why, will your maieſtie be all fo baſe, 

To ſloope to his demaunds in euericthing? 
Long. Fetch her at once, good Mortimer he ge | 
Meorti. I go, buthow vnwilling heauens doth knowe, 
Mered, A pace Mortimer if thou loue thy friend. 
Monti. 1 go for dearer then I leaue behunde, 

| Mortimn goes for Elinor and c anduct: her iu 
- 9 See Suſſex how he bleedeth in my eye, 

T 


at bear ech fortunes ſhocke triumphantlie. 

Friar. Saw haw, maiſter, lhaue found, l haue found. 

Llzel. What haſt thou found Friar,ba? | 

Med, Newes my Lord, a Star from out the Sea, 
The lame is riſen, and made a ſomm ers day. 


Then Lluellen ſpieth Einer and Mortimer, 
and ſayeth thus. | 


What Nell, ſweete Nell, doe Tbcholde thy face? 
Fall heauens, flcete ſtarres,ſhine Thebus lampe no moe, 
This is the Planet lendes this worlde her light, 
Stare of my fortune, this that fhyneth bright, 
Queene of my hart, load-ſtarre of wy delight, 
Fare ne uld of Beautie, miracle of fame, 

O let me dic with Elaor in mine armes Sj 
| 1 Da What 


The Hiſhrie 


— lend ty loy kie, 
Or prayie vnto thy ſac ted 

Med. Marric rhisn 
this Tike in her ſigh 


Morti. Die Mortiagor, thy life is almoſt gone. 
Eli. 8 — ce of V ip og [ _ 
Then ſhould I in peace m 
0 — their chriſtall gates, 
That I may ſee the pallaceof my intent. 
Lung b. Lluellen ſet thy brother bh | Mt 
Let me haue him, thou ſhalt haue Rl. 
Llacl. Sooth Edvard, I doc prize my Elinor, | 
Deererthen lyte: bur there be longeth more 
To theſe aftaires,then may content in lou. 
And to be ſhoit, if thou wilt haue thy man, | 
Of whom 1 ſweare thou thinkeſt over well, | 
The ſafetie of L'uellen and his men | 
Muſt be regarded highly in this match: „ 
Say therefore, and be ſhore: Wilt thou giue peace 
and pardon to Livellen and his men? il | 
4 | w.ll herein haue time to be aduizd. | | 
- Lizel. King Eduverd no, we will admit no pauſe, | 
For goes this wretchghis traytor to the pot, | | 
And it Luellen be purſued ſoneare, 1 
May chaunce to ſhowe thee ſuch a tumbling en, 
As erſt our father, vhen he thought to ſcape, 
And broke his necke from Iulius Ceſars tuwne. | 
Sujex, My Lord, iheſe Rebels all are deſperate. | 
Muti. And Mortimor of all moſt miſcrable. 4 
Longs, How ſay you Welſhmen, will you leaue your armes, 
And be true hegemen vnto Edvvards ctowne? 
All the Sou d. It Edwoard pardon ſurely what i is} 
Vpon ci d:tions we are all content. 
Long:h. Belik: you will condition with vs then. 
So d. Special conditions for out ſafetie ſitſt, 
And tour countrey Cambri iat common good, 
T*aucyde the fuſion of our guyoe blood. 
Lonzb. Go to, lay on. 
Seuld. Faſt,tor our r followers and our ſelues a ol al 


: 
7 
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of Edward 2 4 
we abe s 2 in the Princes word, * 


Then for this Lords poſſe ision in his Joue : 
But for ron — —— — _ * 
And miſe princely to thy W 
The ts — Prince to goue = 
But he that is a Welſhman borne in Wale. 
| Graunt chu, and ſucare it on thy knighely — 
And baue thy man, and vs, and all in peace. 
Lluel, Why Cambria Britaines,are you lo inc 
3 Will you deliver me to Edvvardes handes 
Sowuld. No Lord Liueilen,we will backe for thee, . 


Thy life thy loue, and golden libertie. 
Morts, Atruce with honourable conditions tane, 


Wales happmes, Englandes glorie, and my baue. 
| Leng. Commaund retreat be founded in out Campe. 
Foͤ0ocbuldieis, I at full what you requeſt, 
Dau, good cheere : Lloellen open the gates. 
"| Livel. Thea gates are opened,cater thee and thine. 
| Dani, The tweeteſt Sunne chat ere I ſaw to ſhine, 
Longs. Madam brabble well begun for thee, = 


| Be thou my os fir * lou. 
Exe. 


Ilertimor, a brabble il Mr for ther, 

à rruce with capitall conditions rane: 
A Priſuner ſau'd, and ranſomd with thy lyfe, 

| Edvuard my y Siog, , my Lord and lover deare, 

Full little dooſt thou wot how this retreat, 

As with a ſword,hath ſlay ne poore Mortimer. 

Farewell the flower. che gem of beauties blaze, 

| Sweete Eilew, miracle ot natures hand, 

Lluellen in thy name, but heauen is in thy Jokes, 

| Sweete Venus let me SainR or Diuell be, | 
ln that ſweete heauen or bell chat is in thee. Exit. 


Enter lack and the Harper, getting « ſlanding 


againſt the Queene comes in. 
$ 


the Tr umpers ſound, Qucene Elinor i in ber litter borne by foure Negro 


| Mores,Jone of Acon 1 wvith ber, atte ndid on by the Earle of Gloce- 
Ladder to tbe fae of 


. Eli | 


ier, and ber foure Footemen, one hauimg ſet 
dle Liller «be diſcended, and ber daughter follovveth. 
Pz. 


# 


— 
— 
— — —  __— 


— 
* 


, ena T he Hiitorie 
« his. Gay Purighets, - 
ic this hot weather how x makes me ſweate. 
Hey poi econ | 


Some — ce or I die tor drinke, 
Ah Ned, thou — thy Nell I ſee, 
That ſhee is thus inforſt to Flow thee. 


Gloſter. This aires diſtempetature and pleaſe your laieſtie, 
Noyſome through mount — 2 mi 
rnd needes muſt be to you and your compar 
That nener was wont to take the aire. EY 
Till Flora haue perfumde the earth with ſweeres, | 
With Lillies, Roſes, Mints, and Eglantine. [| 
2%. Elin. I tell thee, the ground is all too baſe, | | - 
For Elinor to honor wi ber & . 
bp 8 Whoſe footepace when hee 
2 Ee Of Aecon and the faire leruſalems, 
Was nought but coſtly Arras points: | 
Faire Iland Tapeſtrie and Azured ſilke, 4-1 
| My milke white Steede treading on doth of Ray, | 
And trampling proundly vaderneath og feete, 
Choy ee of our Engliſh Wollen d 
This Qlimat orclowribg with bl u . 
That takes their — from che nal boglel | 
Fraught with i ufectious 1— and miſtie damper, 
| Is farre vnworthy to be once embalmd, | 
f N With redolence of this reficſhing breath: FT 
Thar ſweetneſſe, where it lights as do the flames, | | 
And holy fires of Yeſtaes erifice. 
Jove. Whoſe pleaſant feldes new planted with the Sping, 
Make Thameſis to mount aboue the bankes, 
And like a wanton walloying vp and downe, 
On Floras beds, and Napees filuer downe. | 
Glo. And Wales for me Madame, while you are keere, 
No Climate good,. vnleſſe your Grace be neere: | | 
Would Wales had ought could 75 you halfe {0 well 
Or avy precious aye inG 'oſter; gi | 
Whercof your Ladi would 5 me i | 
lone. Well iayd my Lords as my mother ſayes, | | 
Tou men haue lcarnd | Fo WOO a thouſand Way ez, | 


; bun, 
F * 
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in the ſtreete, 
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Gloſter. O Madame had I learned againſt m - 
Ok all thoſe wayes to wo9,ne way to ſpreder 
My cunning then had been ag ng 
. Elin. Fayth lone, I thinke thuu muſt be Glofters brides 
Good Earſe, hom neare he ſteps vnto her fide: 
So ſoone thuseie thele younglings had eſpide, 

| Uetell 9 —— I was tayre and young, 

I found ſuch honny in fweare Edvverds tongue, 

' | AzIcouldneuerſpendone dle walke, 

But Nea and I would peece it out with talke. 
So you my Loxd, when you haue got your Jane, 

No matter, lei Queene mother be alone. = 

1 Old Nell is mother now, and grandmother may, | 

| Thegreeneſt graſſe doth droupe and turne to hay: 1 

Woo on kind Clarke, good Gloſter loue thy lone, 
Her bart is thine, her exe» is not her owne. 

Che. This comfort Madam chat your Grace doth give, 

| Bindes me in double duetie whillt I live, 

Would . leſſe. 

2 Elin. Glaſter, I warrant 2 . 

My King vouchſafs his daughter for 
Syeete Ned hath —— t — dal 
be gall of loue and all chas longs thereto, 

Gloſter. Why was your Grace fo — one ſo kinde? 
Qu. El. Kind Gloſter,ſo mee thinks in deede, 
2. ſeemes he loues his wife no more then needes, 
| Thar ſendes for vs in all the ſpeedy haſt, 

Ek his Queene to be ſo great with childe, 
And make me leaue my Princely pleaſant ſcares, 
To come into his ruder part of Wales. 

Gloter His Highbnes hath ſome ſecret reaſon why I 
He wyſheth you to mooue — Englands pleaſant County, 
The Weldanen haue of long time ſuters beene, 
That when the warre of Re — an end, 

None might be Prince and ruler ouer them, 

But luch a one as was their countriman: 
| Which ſute, Ithinke his Grace hath graunted them. 

u. Elin. So then it is King Edvard pollicie, 
Io haue his Sonne, forſooth Sonne if it be, 

A Welſhman: well Welſhiman it lilteth me, 

Add heete he comes. 


Exter 
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y | 
2 Eli. Neare worſe,bethrow their hoot tis long 8 


Harts ſweete Nell, ſhrow no harts, 
* lu ete Sai acts doe dwell. 
"He lolles ber hand fall. 


u. Eli. Mi then! or | hve rm dreamel pray let 
_— will not, will you whether Lait or mow * | 
Von are diſpoſed to mooue me. | „ 
Longs. Say iapthing bep ſo: Og 5 1 
Once Nell thou gaueſt me this. | 
Qu. Eli. Ipraylet goe, yee are diſpoſed 2 . 
Long. I Madame, very well. = 

u. Eli, Let goe, and be naught I a 
— . What ay les my Ns 4 
Qu. Eli. Aie 2 ſodaine firs is his l proone⸗ 

What griefe, What pinching ne, ke youngmens loue, 

That makes me mad. ling run us too and foe 
Long. What, mal lencollie Nell? 

Qu. Eli. My Lord, pray let me goe, 
Sue meſweere water, why how hot it is | 

-  G'oſt. Theſe be the firs,trouble mens wits. | 
Longs. lone aske thy beautious Miſtres how ſhe bak. 
Jane. How fares your maicſtie? 
Qu. Eli. Ione, agreeu d at the hart, and angered worſe, 
Becauſe I came not right in: 1 
I thinke the King comes purpoſly to ſpight we 

My fyngers itch till I haue had my will: 

Proud Edvvard, call in thy Elinor, be ſtill; | 

1t will not be,nor reſt I any where, 

Till I have ſet it ſoundly on his eare, 
Tone. Is ihat 1 let me alone. 
Qu Eli. Fie, how I fret with griefe. 
Longs. Come hither Ione, knoweſt thou what bd. my Quzene? 
lone, Not I my Lord, ſhee longes I thipke, to Sub; yout Grace a 

boxe on th'eare. | | = 
Longs. Nay wench if that be all, weele eare it well. T4 

What alla mort, how doth my dainty Nc? | 

Locke vp ſweete louf: vnkindꝰ not kiſſe me bade = 


That T 


b. 12 | | . 


of Edward incl 


| That may net be. | 
0245 Arete ended. 

L' ng. Syreete heart one ki 
Qs Eli. For Gods ſake let me go, 2 
Long. Sweete heart a kiſſe. 2 

What, whether I will or not you not leaue: la be I AL 

Long. 1 muſt be berter chidde. 
Qu Eli. De vill uke chat then Luſty lord: Aenne er- 
de bidde. 

2 this chare is charde. 


And ſiur 
Now my bro of js cene? 
Qu, £6. Shee vaunts that mighty ee 

Taken a blow baſcly at Eliors 

And vaunt ſhee ma 7.good leaye beirlg curt and coy 
| Lacke nothing Nell, whilſt thou baſt rough eee au 
| | Prainies Lan fche god arkbitelyens at hand, 
| Kath. Spa Thi *ckees hope wil ring Kang n 
A ollie | 
Long And enen. OF me that newes ſhall 


Enter Mort mor, e Meredith. 


Mortimer. Farewel Lluellen with thy louing Nel. 
Exit Mortimor. 


Livellen. Godamercy ent ſo fare wel. 
Mere. fare wel and behangde half Sinons ſapons brood. 
Livellen. Good words Sir Nit, wronges haue . 
| So taken with time patience and 3 

But where is the Friar, who can tek 

Enter Friar. | 

Friar. That can I maiſter very wel, 

And ſaie I fach, What bath befel f 

Muſt we at once to heauen orhe]? 
Elinor. To heauen Friar, Friar no fie, = 

Such heauic ſoules os nt net ſo hie. Friar lies dovvune. 


Friar, Then Fan ie thee dowue and Jie, 1 55 , 
E And 


. The nter = . | 
And if any anke the reaton why? 3 
— » thou canſt not tell, e 
Voles muſt to hell. wg | 
Eli. No Friar,becauſe thou didſt rebel, * 
Gentle Sir Ace ting _ Knei. 
Lleellen And Maddoche tow — 
So, chere lies a ſlxaw, and now to ＋ 
naked came we into the world, Sear mana of the 
good rownes into the wildernes : let me ſay Maſſe ce thinkes 
we ate a handiome Common-wealth, a handfull of goc 
lowes,fer a ſunn ing to dog on our owne dolereti on What ſay 
Sir? We are enough to kcepe a paſlage: will you be ruled 
Comer 2 weele get the next day from —2— Ic "= 
— 0 1 cyt | 


euen heere faire and well, ſince the King 
the dilcatdin Hr & as it were — vs nn 
trayes out of the decke, euety man rake bis ſtanding 
wocke deny, and wander like irregulers vp & dowae th 
nelle; Ne be maiſteraf muſrule, Ile be Rob Hood thats once: 
couſin Nice thou ſhalt be little lahm and beers Friar [David a8 
fit as a die for Friar Tuc : Now my ſweete Neil if you will 
make vp the meſſe with a good hart for Ma yd - o, and 
doe well with Liuellen vnder the greene-woodtrecs, | 
good a will as in the good townes : why,plena eft curi 
Elin. My ſuceteſt . this my iuftacte fortune, chuld neuer 
vaunt her ſouerainty; & houldeſt thou paſle the foord of Phle- 
geton, or with Leander win the Hel/ipont in deſerts : Oeno- 
pbrius euer dwell, or buylde thy bowie on Actum hetie t 
thy Nell would follow thee, and keepe with aer Nel would | 
feede with thee and Neepe with thee, | 
Fitar. C Cupido quattus quantut. 7 
Mere. Brauely reſolued Madam, and then what reſted my Lord 
Bobin, bu we will le & die together like Chamber Britaines; 
> bin Hcod, little loba, Friar Tucke, and Mayd-maryian. 
een. There reſtes n Ahing now coſin,but that I ſel} my chaine 
to ſet vs all in greece, nd wee le all phy che 40000 6 make * 
a Cauc and a Cabban for all weather. | 
El.n. My ſwccte Linellen,chough this ſweete be 
Patience doth cor que t me by out ſiiffeting all. 
Fri., Now Manmecke dcm l holde thee a peny, 
Thou ſhalt haue nenher ſhcepe nor goate: 
But Friar Dau: VI Ul ars his coate, 


Where 


_ } 


amd Longchankes. 
Where ever lac ſe my Nouice iet. | 
Ai widhimn that comeato net, 
Daxid this ꝓeate thou paicſt noderte. 


| Motimor. Why Friar is it ſo plai ne in deeds _.. 
|  Livellen art thou flatly ſo reſolude, | * 
To roiſt it out and rouſt ſo ne are the kin 1 
What, ſhal we haue a paſſage kept in W 
For men at armes and knight aduenturous? 
By cocke Sir Rice I ice ao reaſon why, 
Young Mortimor thould make one among, 


And play hi part on Manmoche dying here, 


For loue of his beloued Eliney: 
His Eline where ſhee his I Wente, 45 
The bitter Northern winde vppon the plaines: 
The dampes that riſe from out the queſie plots ; 
Nor influc nce of cantagious aire ſhould touch, 
But (bec ſhould court yet with the proudeſt dames, 
Rich in attire and ſumptuous in her fare: 
And take her caſe in beds of ſafeſt Done: 
Why Mortimor may not chy offers moue, 
And win ſweete Elinor from Eluellens Tue: 
Why pleſant gold and gemle eloquence, 
Haue tyſt che chaſeſt Nimpht, the faireſt dames, 


And vaunts of words, delights of wealth and eaſe, 


Haue made a Nunne to yeelde Lluellent, 

Being ſet to ſee the laſt of deſperate chance, 
Why ſhould ſo ſaire a ſtarte ſtand in a vale? 
And not to be ſeene to ſparkle in the i kie, 

It is enough loue change his glittering robes. 
To ſee Menwoſjne and the flie:: 

Maiſters baue after gentle Robin hood, 

You are not ſo wel accompanied I hope: 

Bur if a potter come to plaie his patt, 

Youle giue him ſtripes cr welcome good or worſe: 
Goe Mortimor and make their loue holidaies, 
The king wil take a common ſcuſe of thec, . 


And who hach more men to attend then Morii mor. 


Exit Mort imor, 


"= = 


* 
* 


The 15 oric 


Hier —— thei — | 


They arc all clad in greene. &c. mg. &. fl and en: 
ke tbe * re ſhe he. 
Lluellen. Why fo, I fee my mates ot olde, 
All were es that Bedlams told: 
Of Robin Hood and little lohm, 
Friar Tuc he and Maide marian. 
Friar. I forfooth maiſter. | 
Lluellen, How well they couch in forreſt greens, | | 
Froleck and liuelie with 0aten teene: | 
And ſpent their daie in game and glee, 
|  L'uellen doe ſeeke if ought pleaſe thee, 
Not chough thy foot be out of rowne, 500 „ | 
>: 1 thins — blacke on ——— Crowne. | 5 
Nor thinke greene is not ſo aie, 
As was the golden rich array: i | 
And 1 Nel my Marrian, 
Truſt me, as I am Gentleman: 
Thou axc as fine in this attire: | e Bt 
As fine and fitte to my deſire, | HE 1 1 
As when of Leiſters Hal and bowre, | 773 
Thou vert the roſe and ſweeteſt flowre: 
How ſaiſt thou Friar ſay I wel? | 
For any thing becomes my Nell. Es 
Friar. Neuer made man of/a woman borne, . = 1 | 
A Bullockes taile a blowing horne, „ EY 
Nor can an Aﬀles bide diſguiſe, EL: Fp 
A Lion if he rampe and tiſe. 5 3 =O 


Eli. My Lord, the Friar is wondrous wiſe, t Ty 

Lluellex. Bclecue him for he tels no hes. K b bo: 
But what doth little lohn deuiſe? . | 

Atredith. That Robin 400d beware of ſpies, | 1 
An aged ſaying and a tue, * | „ 


Blac ke vil take no other hue. N = | | 
He that of old hath beene thy foe: | | as 
| Wil dic but wil continue ſo. | BET | 
Frier. O maiſters, whither bal we, doth,any bug | | 
. creature knowe? | 
Llue ſen. Rice and Iwill the the round, 
Friar {ce about the ground. 


Of Edward Longshawkes. \ . 


|| Enter Mortimor. * 
And ſpoile what praie is to be ſound. 
My loue I leaue within in truſt, | 
| Becauſe I knowe thy dealing iuſts | 
Come Porter come and welcome to, 
Fare as we fare, and doe as wedoe ' 
15 Exit Lluellen & Meredith, 
Friar. Nell adiew, we goe tor newes, 
A tie ſerues the Friars luſt, . 
When Nolews volens faſt I muſt, 
Młjiſter at all that you refuſe, 


 Mortimor, Such a porter would I chooſe, 
When I meane to blinde a æuſe, 

While Robiawalke with little. Joby, 

| | TheFriar wil licke his marrian. 

| Sowilthe Porter ifhe can: 

El. Now Friar fith your lord is gone, 
And you and l are left alone, 

What can the Friar doe or ſaie, 
| To paſſe the wearie time away? 
| Wearie God wor, poore wench to thee, 
hat neuer thought theſe daies to ſee, 


| | Mortimer, Breake heart, and ſplit mine cies in twaine, 


Neuer let me heare thoſe wordes againe. 
Friar. What can the Friar doe or faic? 


lo paſſe che wearie time awaic: | . 


More dare I doe, then he dare ſaie, 
Becauſe he doubts to haue away. 

Eli. Doe ſomewhat Friar, ſaic or ſing, 
That may to ſorrowes ſolace bring, 
And I meane while wil Garlands make. 

Morti. O Mortimor were it for thy ſake, * 
| A Garland were the happieſt ſtake: 
That euer this band vnhappic drew. 

Frian. Miſtces ſhal I tel yu true, 
| haue a ſong [learnd it long agoe, 

l ot not whether yole like it wel or ili, 


I is ſhott and ſweete, but ſomewhat bralde befote, 


Once let me ſing it and I aske no more. 


Eli. What Friar will you ſo indeede, 


| Agrees it ſome what with your neede? 


Friar, Why Miſtresthal I ſing my cre ede. 


Ez. 4 


I. 


R — 


| The une e 
£6. Thats fitter of the two atneede.: 8 


Marti. O wench hoy maiſt thou hope . 6 * 


Friar. O miſtres out it goes. r Ms: 
Looke what comes next the Friar throgs... * 


The Frier ſittes dung and fingus,.. [ 
Morti. Such a 8 who euet ſawr, bi 
An Eagles bird of a lacke daW] | , 
EI. So Kd this all? 4 1 
Marti. Sweete heart heres no more. . 
Eli. How now good telly more indeede, 
By one then was before. 
Friar. How now the duel in ſteede of a ditie. | 
Morti. Friar a dittie come late fiom the cane, | 
To ade tome pitty of this laſſo ſo pretty: 
Some pitty {weete miſtres I praie . 
Zli. How now Friar where are we now, 1 dot che mam 
Friar. Friend Copes- mate, youthat come late from the Cue, | 
To ac ſome pinie of this lafle ſopretie, | 
In likenes of a doleful dittie, | 
Hang me if [doe not pace yee, | 
Mortamor. O Friar you grow chollericke: | 
Well. yole haue no may to Court your miſtres bu your rele 
On my wordile take you dwone a borroahole, 
Fiiar. Te talke, ye ralke chydes | 


Enter 2 and Meredith 


Lluellen. Tis wel potter you _ in a | 
Meredith. Mas 15 blade wil ler mee ſee then Friar? 
Friar. Mines for mine one turne f warrant; giue him his tooles, 
riſc and lets to it, but no change andif youloue me, [ skorne the 
oddes I can tel you: ſee faire play and you be G emen. 
Liuellen. Mary ſal we Friar: let vs ſee, be their of 2 ; 
Potter with 


good : ſo now let vs deeme of the matter Friar 
out more clatter, | hade caſt your water, and ſec as deepe into 
your deſire, as he that hadde diued euerie day into your boſome: 
O Friar, vil pothuog ſerue your turne but Larkes. | 
Arc ſuch fine birds E (ſuch courſe Clarkes, | 
None but my Myu7ian can ſerue your turne. 
EL. Caſtwater, for the houſe wil butne. 
: Frier. 


Of Edward 1 


Friar. O miſtres, miſtres, fleſh is fraile, 
| Ware when the ſigne is in the taile, 
Mightie is loue and doth preuaile. | 1 
| Lixellen, Theretote Friar ſhalt thou not faile, 
= 1 our toe allaile: | 

And thraſh 75 Potter with thy falle. 
Aud Potter neuer taue nor ratle, 
Nor aske queſtions what I aile; | 
Zut take this too!c and doe not quale, 

But thraſh this Friers rufler cores = 

They take the Flatet 

And make him ſiug a daſtards note, 

And crie Peccaui miſerere Danid, 9 

In amo amaui: Goe to. N 
Mortimer. Strike, ſtrike, | 
Friar. Stiike batter be thou liefe or both, 


And if youle notſirike ile ſtrike for both. Potter flrikes. 
Potter. He muſt needs go that the diuel drives, 
| Then Friar beware of other mens wives. * + Friar Artes. 


Friar. I wiſh maiſter proud Porter the Diuell hane my ſoule, 
baut ile make my flaile ccumſcribe your noule. 
Lluellen. Why ſo, now it cotte ns, now che game beginne. 
O ue knaue curtiech another for his fines, Friar haeeles. 
Friar. O maiſter ſhorten my offences in mine eies, | 
If this Crucitixe doe not (uffice, 
Sendme to Heauen in a hempen ſacrifice. - Mortimer tmeeles, 
Mortimor. O maiſters, nuiſters, let this be warning: 
' The Friar hath infected me th his learning. | 
Lluellen. Vil laines, do not touch the forbidden haire | 
now to delude, or todiſhonor me. 
Friar. O waiſter, que negata ſunt grate (art. 
Lluellen, Rice,euery day thus ſhal it be, weele haue athraſhing 
let among the Friars, and he that ot theſe chalengers laies on 
lowelt loade, be thou at hand Rice to gore him with 7 gode. 
Friar. APoner Potter, the Friar may tue, 
That cuer this day this our quarrel he knew: 
| My pate adle, mine armes blacke and blue 
Potter. Ab Friar who may his fates force eighew, 
I thiake Friar you are pretrilic ſcholde, 
Friar. And [hin c the Potter is handlomlie coold, 
Exeunt ambo. : 


- Meri. 


7 be Hittorie 
Mor'i. No Mortimer, here chat Etc rnall bre, 


x 
11 +. 


T hat burnes, and! flimes with brands of hot deſires 


Why Mortimer, why doc ſt thou not diſcouer, 


1 iy lclte her knight, her be geman, and her Luer # 


| Exit Mortimor. 


Lords of Albana, and my Ene in France, 
Since Balioll is inueſted in 
And weares the roi] Scottiſh — a 


lime is to rouze him that che world may wotte, | 


Scotland diſdamet to carrie Englands yoke: 
Therefore my friends thus put in readines, 


Why ſlacke we time ty grecte the Engliſh king? 
Wich refulute meſſage to let him knowe our minds, 
Lord Verſes though thy faith and oath be rage, | 


Jo follow Baliols armes fur Sextlands ri ight, | | 
Yet is thy heart to England honour knit. 
Therefore in ſpite of England and thy kel, 
Beare thou defaunce proudly to thy ki ag. 
Tellhim Albania findes heart and hope, 
To ſhake off Englands uranny bee time, 

Io reskue Scolands honor with his ſword. 
Lordo Bruxe ſee caſt abour Verſſes necke, |! 
A ö halter that he minde his haſt. | 


How ſaieſt thou Verſſes,wile thou doe this meſſage? 
my king 
I will to England maugre Englands migtt, | 


Verſes. Although no common poſt, yet for 


And doe mine arrand boldly as becomes, 
Albeit I honor Englfh Edvvards name, 


And hold this ſlawſhcontemnement to skojne, 
Balioll. Then hie away as ſwift as ſwallow flies, 
And meete me on our todes on Englands grbund, 


Ente/ john Balioll, King of Scots vvith bis [raive. 


| 
; 


We there thinke of thy meſſags and thy haſt | 


Spund Thrumpets - 


Enter King rd aa Longshankes, Edm nd Duke of 


Exit Baliell. 


Lancaſter, Gloſter, Suſſex, Dauid, Creſpa 


booted from Northam 


Ions, Now haue I leaſure Lords to bid you Lakme into oWa ke. 
Welcome ſweete Edmund to chriſten thy your nephew, + 


And welcome Creſs ſagbam, giue me thy hand, 


! 
, 


Bur 


—. 
? 
[ 
| 


of Edward Longshankes. +14 


But Suſſex what became of Mortimor? 
We haue not ſeene che man this manie daie. 
Before your highnes rid from hence to Nonham, 
ir Roger was a ſuter to your grace, 
| Touching faire Elinor Liveliens loue, 
And ſo belike denide, with diſcontept 
A dicontinues from your Roial preſence. 
Lough, Why Suſſex laide we not for Elinor 
So ſhe would leaue whom ſhe had lobed too long. 
| Shee might haue fauour wich my Queene and met 
But man, her minde aboue her fortune mounts, 
And thats a cauſe ſhe failes in her accounts, 
But goe with me my lord of Lanc aller. 
Wie will go ſee my beautuous 3 Queene, 
That hach inricht me with a goody bo ic. 


King Edvvard, Edmund, and Glofter, goes into the Oueenes 
Chamber, the Queenes Tent opens, bee is diſcauercd 
in her bed, attended by Mary Dutc hes of Lan- 
caſter, lone of Acon ber daughter, and the 
Queene dandles bis youn 8 1 


hk Ladies by your leaue; how doth my Nell, mine coe, my 
joue, my life. my hart, my deare, my doue, my Queene, my wife? 
Eli. Nod ark thou come ſweere Ned: Welcome my 109. | 
Thy Nell preſents thee with a louely boy, | 
EKiſſe him, and chriſten him after thine owne name. 
Hey ho,whom do I ſeeꝰmy lord of Lanc aſter: welcome hartely. 
Lancaller. I thanke your grace, ſweete Nell wel metre withall. 
Ou. Eb. Brother — heers a kinſman of yours, you muſt 
needes be acquainted. 
Edmund. A goodly boy, God bleſſe him : giue mee your hand, 
Sir you arc welcome into Wales. 
Ou. Elm. Brother, thers a fiſt I watrant you, will holde þ a Mace 
as faſt as cuer did father or grandfather before him. 
Longib. But tel me, now lapt in Lille bands, 
Hao with the Queene,my! louely bqjeit ſtands; 
After thy i iourney and thele chi. bed Pa:nes. 
2 E i. Sicke mine owne Neu tby Nell for thy com pan e 
That lured her with thy lies all ſo tarre, 
Is follow thee vaweldic in thy warte: 


But 1 forgiue tace Nea, my lim; delight: 1 85 5 | 
* Sf | | 80 Eg 


0 


y 


| Edmund. Shee learns my Lord to lull a young * ot ber owne. 


2. 


| Edmund. Much ioy may them betide, 


Longs. Now fay ſwecte Queene whatdoth 


ally. N 

0 ou | 41 C him be lapt 8 curiouſſy Bf 4 

me ow as true as he is thing, 

then that he be paſsing fine. 

= My louely Lady, 4 that care be lefſe, |. 

r my young Sonne the Countrey will I teaf 

1 . him borne as brauely to the Funt, 

As ever yet Kings ſoo ne to Chriſtning went. | 

Lacke thou no precious thing to comfort thee, 

De arc are then Eoglands Diadem vnto mee. 

Or. Elm. Thankes gentle Lord: Nurſe rocke the 

"The Kivg ſo neare 2 the boy to crie? | 

Tone, take him vp and ſing a Lullabie. | | 
Longs. Tis well beleeue me wench, 13 


. 
g 


Qu Ela. Giue me ſome drink. 
Longs. Drinke Nectar my ſweete Nell, Z 
W orthy for ſcat in heauen with Jove to dwell, 
Elin. Ps Ned: now well remembred yer, 
haue a ſuite ſweete Lord but y ou muſt not denie it, 
Whereas my Lotd of Gloſter;good Glofter,mine Gag guide, 
Good Ned let Ione of ,Acon be his bide: | 
Aflure your ſelte that they are througbly w | 
Longs, God ſend the King be taken inthe mood, | 
Then Neece,tis like that you ſhall haue a 1 | 
Come h her Gloſter; bold 8 ac her —_— — | | 
Take her, ſole daughter to — Queene of | Fe. 
th, — * 5 
For newes he brought Nell of my young Sonne, „„ 
] promill him as much as I baue done. B 


Gloſter and — hand in hand. 
Wee humbly thanke your Maieſtie. 


A gallant Bridegroome, and a princely Bride. | 
my Lad 
I ell me what name ſhall this young Welſhman ba 
Porne Prince of Wales by cambrias full conlent. 
Elix. Edwvvard the name,that doth me well content. 
Longs. Then Edwvard of Carnaruan ſhall he be, 


And Prince of Waleh, chriſtned in — | | 5 10 
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llowes went and ſcourd the wood, 


Thar ſome good — — 
in 


And take in hand to cud 
n Friar for all hi lookes, 
Nor Robin rule with their A and bookes, 
: $817 But would be quickly driven to the nookes, 
Daxid. I can — your highnes what I knowe,, 
| The falſe Lluellen — runne nor goe: 
Or giue an inche of ground come man for man, 
Nor that rebel called little John, 
Io him that welds the maſsieſt ſword of England. 
Gloſter, Welſhman, how wilt thou that we vaderſtand, 
But for Lluellen, Dauid I denie, 
England hath men will make Llnellenſlie, 
Mlaugre his beard, and hide him in a hole, 
Weuie of Englands dints and manly dole. 
D. Edm. Gloſter, grow not ſo hot in Eo jack tight, 
: I bat paints his 3 out in cuerie 
Long. By Gis faire Lords ere many daes be eo 
England ſhal giue this Robin Hood his breakefaſt. 
Dad, be ſecrete friend to that I ſaie, 
And if I vſe thy «kill thou knoweſt the waie, 
Where this proude Robin and his yeomen roome. 
Dauid. I do my Lord and blind fold ker can l run. 
. Da uid enough, as I am a Gentleman, 
Ile have one mertie flirt with little 1oba, 
And Robin Hood, and his Maide marriam 
Be thou my counſelland my companie, 


And thou maſt England: reſolution lee, 
x 2. | 


ter, Truſt me my Lord, me thinkes rang 


F 8 


4 


Enter- 


F he Hiſtorie 


Enter Suſſex before the foure Barons of VVailess = | 
Ser. May it plealc your maieſlie, here are toure good Squires 
of the Cantreds where they doc dwell, come in the name of the 
whole countrey to gratulate vnto your bighnes all your good 
OO». » Sonunes, aud by me offer their muſt humble ſeruice to your 
5 | young ſonne their Prince, whom they moſt hartely beſeech 
© God to bleſſe with long life and honor. | | 
Longih. Wel ſaid Swſiex, I pray bid them come neare, 
Sit Das. truſt me, this is kindly don of your countrey men. 
Dauid. Villains, Traitots to the ancient glory and renowne of 
cambria, Morris Naglan art thou there, and thou proud Lord of 
Angleſce. Fe. They kneele d vn. 


Enter Suſſex vvith the foure Barrons Valet, 
Vith the Mantle of fie. | 
Mantle Barrons. The poore counitey of Cambria by vs vmworthie 
| meſlcngers gratulars to your maieſtie the birth of your young 
ſonne Prince of Wales, and in this poore preſt expreſt their 
moſt zealous duetie aud affection, * with all humblenes 
we preſent to your highnes ſweere and ſacred hands. 
Longih. Gtamercis Bardnes ber your giftes and good wil, by 
this meanes my boie ſhal weare a Mantle of cuntries weauing 
to keepe him warme and liue for Englands hohor and Cam- 
brias good. I ſhall not neede (I ruſt) curte ouſſy to inuite you, 
Id ubt not Lords but you wil be all in readines to waite on 
your young Prince, and doe him honor at his chriſtning. 
Suſſex, The whole countrey of Cambria rounde about, all well 
horſt. & attended on hoth men & women in the it beſt aray, are 
come done to do ſeruice of loue and honorto dur late borne 
Prince, your Maicſties ſonne and honnie: the men ahd women! 
of Sovvdon eſpecially haue ſent in great abundance of cattle & 
corne en by computacion, for your highnes houſhold a 
whole month and more. 1 | 
Long. We thanke them all, and wil preſent our Queene with theſe 
curteſies and preſents beſtowed on her young don, and greatly 


account you for our friends, Exite. 4. Barons. 


The Queem Tent opens, the King bis brother 
the Earle of Gloſter enter. 


Flizor. Who talketh there? 
Longib. A friend Madam. 


. Eluor. Welcome my Lord: hey ho, what have wee there? 


Of i Edward ine 
1one. Madam, it is the King. = 2 = 


' Longih. Madam the countrey in all kindnes and duty recommend 
their ſeruice and good will to your — 4 oltheit 
pure good will, prelents him by vs with a mantle of frize richie 

_ {lined to keepe him warme. 

Lu. Elinor, A mantle of frizc:hie fie, fot Gods Gake let me here no 
more of it and it you loue me: hee my lord, is this the wiſedome 
and kindnes dl he countrey now I commend me to them all, 
and if Wales haue no more witte ot manners then to cloath a 
Kings lonne in frize, l haue a mantle in ſtore for m y boie, that 
ſhall( i tro e) make him ſhine like theſ unne, and profurn the 
ſtreetes where he comes. 

Longsb. In good time ö lap him as you liſt | 
bur 2 thee Nell, I would not for ten thouland pounds, 
che countrey ſhould take vnk indnes at thy wordes. 

Qu. Eli. Tis no maruile ſure; you haue beene roially receaued at 
their handes: no Nea, but chat thy Nell doth wante of her will, 

her boie ſhould liter like the Soramers Sunne in robes as 

rich as laue when heetriumphes. 

His pappe ſhould be of precious Near made, 

His food Ambroſia, no eanhlie —_— milke ; 


Sweete fires of Sinamon to open him 
The Graces on his cradle ſhou attend. . 
Venus ſhould make his bed and waite on him, 5 . 


And Phebus daughter ſing him ſtill a ſleepe. 
Thus would I haue my boie vſed as deuine, 
Becauſe he is king Eduvardes ſonne and mine. B 
And doe you meane to make him vp in frize, „ 
For Gods ſake lay it vp charilie, 2 perfume it niet winter, z 
It wil make him a goodly warme Chriſtemas coate. 
Longsb. Ah Mun my brother, dearer then my life, 
How this proude honor ſlaies my heart with griefe. 
Sweete — how much pittie the effects, 
ani 


This Sp pride grees not with Englands prince: 
Milde is the mind where honor builds his bowre, 
And yet is earthlie honor but a flowre. | 
Faſt to thole lookes are all my fancies ode, 

Pleaſde with thy ſweetnes, angry with thy pride. 
1. Eli, Fie fie, me thinkes | am not where I ſhould be, | 
Or at the leaſt, I ani not where I wouldbe. fas 2 8 


E What wants my Queene to perfecte ber content, | 
* Tagmy 


* 


— KA — 
— — s > 
* 


' Longs. Sweete Queene ay on, my word ſhall be n y deede. 
bot me bleede. 


. G'oſt. Were the King ſo mad as the Queene . wood, 
Longs. My word is paſt, l am well agreede, | 


Q Elin. What Ned,thole lockes that euer pleaſed thy Nell 


| 7 be 2 N 
dut aske an laue, the Kiog will not repent. by TTY 


Qu Eli. Thankes ele Edv α : Lords haue 
Haue at you all ſong bearded Enghſhmen, 
Haue at you Lords and Ladyes when I craue, 
To giue your Engliſh pride a Spaniſh brave. | + - | 

Loags. What meanes my Q'1cene Gloſter?thig i 14 

Qui. Ned thou haſt gtaunted, and canſt opt teuoke 


Eli. Then ſha l my wordes ma ce many a 
Reede Ned thy Qugenes requelt lapt vp in ime, 
And fay thy Neil had skill to chooſe hs time. 

Read the paper Rice. „ 
The pride of Engliſhmens long haire, | 
Is more then Englands Queene can beare? 
Womens right breaſt cut them off all, 
And let the great tree petiſh with the! mall. 
Longs What meancy my loue ly Elinor b rhis? 
Qu. E/in. Not be denide,for my requeſt iris. 
| The rime is, thut mens beardes aud — 
| breaſtes he cut off. ec. 


D Edmund. Gloſter;an old yd ſay ing: He thar — all is asky 


Is much harder then Hercules taske. 


Heere were an end of Englands 
Let mens beatds milt, and womens tles bless 
Call foorth my Barbers: Lords, weele fuſt begin. 
Enter tvvo Barbers, | 
Come ſirra, cut me doſe vnto the chinne, | 
And round mee cucn(ſceſt thou) by a diſh, | 
Leauc not a locke; my Queene ſhall haue ber wiſh, 


Were her delire,where her delight doth dwell, 

Wilt thou defaceſthat ſiluer laborincth, | | 

| More orient then pimpilde Hyan ci? | | 

Sweete Ned, thy ſacred perſon ought not droupe, | 

Though my commaunde make other gallauus ſtoupe. 
Long,. Madam. pardon me and pardon all, | 

No iuſtice, but the great runnes withthe ſmall. 

Tell mee good Ger, art thou not affeard? 
G!oftcr, No my Lord, but reſolude to loſe my beard, 
Long. Now n if you purpoſe io * 


| 
[ 


i 


| 
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3 f Edward Loneshan bes. 


To make ſo many guililes Ladyes bleede, 
Nlcere muſt ihc Jay bc gi M eete E at thy breaſt, 
And ſtretch it ſc Ife with voαnðN to the rcſt, | 
Ele Princes ought no other do.. 
| Faire Lady, men they would be done vnto. 5 
Q.Eliz. What logicce call you this, aoch EAvvard mocke his lone? 


[ 


Longs. No Nebuc doth as beſt in honor doth behoue, 
And prayes thee gentle Queene, and let my prayer moue: 
Laue theſe vngeutle thoughts, pur on a mylder muide, 
| Sweeic lookes, nat loftieʒ ciuill mood becomes a womans kind; 
And liuc,as being dead and buricd inthe ground, 1 
Thou mayſt tor attabiiity and honor be renownd. 
Q. Elin. Nay and you preach, I pray my Lord be gon, 
Ihe childe will cry ana trouble you anon. 1 
For | The Nuaſe cloſeth the Text. |. 1 M3 
5 Quo ſeme i eſt inbutareccns ſe ruabit pdorem Teſta diu. | 
LA. Proud inceſt in the cradle of diſdaive, 
| Bred vp in court of pride, brought vpin Spaine, 
Doeſt thou commaund bim coyly from thy fight, - 
hat is the ſfarre, the glone ot thy light. 
Long O could I with the riches of my Crowne, 
| Buy better thoughts jor my renowmed Nell, 
| Thy muinde lweete Queene ſhould be as beautifull, 
Ass thy face, as is thy features all, 
Frauglit with truc honor, treaſute, and enricht 
Wich vertues, and glory incomparable. 
La dyes about her Naieſtie lec that the Queene your mother 
ku not lo much, but at any hand pur pleaſure is, that our 
| young Sonne be mthis Mantle borne to his Chriſte ning, tor 
| fpecrall reaſons is thereto moouing; from the Church. as beſt it 
| Fleale your womens wittes to deuile : yet ſweete lane, ſee this 
| faythtully performed : and heare you daughter, locke you be 
not laſt p when this day comes, leaſt Gloſter finde an other 
Bride in your ſieede: Dau goe wah me. 288 
Glofter, Shce riſeth early Ione, hat begiuleth thee of a Gloffer. 
Edmund. Be leeue him not tweate Neece, wee men can ſpcałe 
| ſmoother aduantage. Þ | 4 
lone. We · men doc you meane, my good vnckle? Tort 
Woll be the accent where it will, wemen are wemen; I w.ll 
| belceue you for as great a matter as this comes tomy Lord. 
Gloſt, Gramercis ſweete Lady, & habebis ſidei mercedem contre. 


Exile. | | 
Enier 


1 


— 
bi 


5 | Farmer. 3 8 ſaid ſayiog,l remember I read 1 in Catoes Pue 


The Efie E] 


Enter the Nowide ond his company logie 
| Dueene Muſick at ber Tent, | 
Nouice. Come fellow es, caſt your ſelues euen rqur 
a ring 1 ;yould ſay: come merelie on my word, far 
moſt liberall; and if you will pleaſe ber well, ſhed w 
ro:ally, ſolawfullto braue wel thy Britibe luſtlic; 
(God ſaue her Grace) & giue our young Prince a 
carpellin thcir kinde : come on, come on, ſet your crouds and 
beate your heads together, and behaue you hat mebe. 


. 
Kune bhe Friar Davidulme. EEE 

Eriar. 1 a budget in my noſe this gay morniuꝑ, 5 now | || 

will I trie how clarkly the Friar can = fon himſelte ; tis a 
common faſhion to ger golde with ſtand, dehuer your purſes: | 
Friar Dauies wil once in his daies get money by witte; there 1 | 
arich Farmer ſhould paſſe this waies to receaue a round ſum 
of money, if hee come to me the money is mine, and the law 
ſhall take no vantage; I will cutoff the law asthe hangman 
would cut 2 man downc when he hach ſhaken his hceles — 
an houte vnder the gallowes: well, I muſt take ſome pains for 
this gold, and haue at it. | p | 


T be Friar ſpreads te lappet of bis youre and fa to dive. 


Euer 4 Farmer. 


riles,that Cantabit vacuus coram latraue viator.A mans purſe pen 
nileſſe, may ſing befi ore a thiefe: true, as I haue not one pennie, 
which makes me een poſſe through theſe ickets, but in 
deede I receaue a hundred marks, and all the cate is how I ſhali 
paſſe againe well: Iteſolued cither to ride twenty miles about, 
or elſe to be ſo well accompanied, hat I will t care for theſ F 
© eufteleſs. | | | 
Friar. Did euer man play with ſuch vncircurnciſed handes, ſice ace 
toclcucn and lo ſe the chaunce. 
Farmer. Godſpetde 77 fellow, why chaſe thou fo faſt, ther 
no body will winthy money from thee. | 
Friar. Sounds you offer me iniuiy Sit, to ſpeake ir} my WY 
Farmer, T he Friar vndoubredly is lunaticke: pray thee goo 
fellow leaue chafing, and get lome arme drihke to comtoſt 


| of Eaward —— 
Thy braines. | „ 
Friar. Alas Sir I arn not aich tis not 6 well, for I haue ſoft 
my money, which is farre wo tle 1 haue loſt ue gokle Nebles 
to S. Francis, and if I knew where to * wich u reccauer rl | 
would paie him preſently. | 
Farmer. Wouldeſt chou ſpcake with S. Fan receauer? 
Friar. O Lord, I Sir full gladlic. | 
Farmer. Why man lam. Francis receauer, if you would have 
ma aniething with him. 
Friar. Are you S. Francis reccauer, Ieſus, iet. are you S. Francis 
| reccauer: and ho does all? 

Farmer. I am his receauer, and am now going to him: a bids. 
Thomas a VV aterings to breakcfaſt ts morning to a Calfes 
head and bacon. - 

Friar. Good Lord, Sir I beſeech you to carrie him theſe hue No- 
bles, and tell bim I de ale honeſthe with + bim as if he were here 


ſent. 
Farmer. I will of my word and honeſtic Friar, and ſo farewell. 


Friar. Farewell S. Francis receauer even hartely: well now the 
Friar is out of caſt five Nobles, God knowes how he ſhalcome 
into caſt againe : bur I muſt to it againe; theres nine for jou 


PI ns. 


Enter Lluellen, Meredith — * priſoners. 
Livellen. Come on my harts, bring foorth your Priſoners, and 
let vs ſee hat ſtore of fiſhe is there in their purſenets: Friar, 
' why chafeſt thou man? heeres no body * er thee any foule 
play I warrant —— l PP 8 
ald O Maiſter giue me le aue, m is in a e, 1 
cruſt 1 — m Ley 7 
Laellen. The Friar is ad but let him alone with his deuice; and 
no to you my maiſte rs, Pedler, Prieſt and Piper, throw downe 
your budgets in the meane wlnle, and whenthe Friar is at lea- 
lure, he ſhalltell you what you ſhaltruſtto 
Pedler. Alas ſir, I haue but three pence in the corner of my ſhoe, 
Meredith. Neuer a ſhoulder of Murton Piper in your Taber? | 
But ſoft, heere comes company. | 


| Enter Longihankes, Dan' 'd,F en | 
Fay mer. Alas Gentlemen, it you Jouc your ſelues, do not venture 
throuph this Moumai ne, heers ſuch a coyle with Robin Hood 
and his rabble, that cucry croffe in my purte trembles for feare. 


* Honeſt man, as I yd to chee „ v3 through | 
G this 


chis Wood, and if Foul beeſt robde, or 985 
ted ther, as | am a Heutleman | will repaie it 
Dauid, How inuch mene haſt thou about t 


Fe mer. Laith Sir a bundicd marks, I 227 — 


Breaknocke: bis oui alas we ate vndoue, yo 
aid all the lung weeycs in the mountam 
left but jour honors all wance.. 

Longsh. Feare not 1 will be my words maiſſer. | A | 

Friar. Good maiſter and if you loue the 261 fel Ev 7 

giue ain a while, I you deſire: | bk. 
And as you lik vt my deuice, _ 
 louchin that boldes the dice. 


Farmer. What Friat art thou ſtil laboring fo bard, wil. you bo 


auie thing more to S. Franc? 
Fitzy. Good lord ate you hcere ſweet S. French receauer, bow 
| deth his holines and al his good familic? | 

Farm. In good health faich Friar ba thou any Nebles for hich? 
Friar. You kao the dice are not partiall, and Saim Francis were 


N 5 N 
[ — 8 „ 
* — - . at DM 
£5.35 


ten S.they wil fauor him no more then Geywould . 


Duel if he plaie ar dice: in verie truth 
uored the Friar, and I have won a C. mar 


trend chey b a- 
of S. — 2 


Sir I praie, ſirta draw! it ouet, Iko firra be ib good man & 


ncuer deccaues none. | 
Farmer. Draw it ouet, what meaneſt thou by has | 

Fj; Why innumerdli: pccanlis pone ,paic mme my FSR 
Fermer. What aſle is this, | paie thee thy winnings? 
Friar. Why art not thou firra Saint Francis receauer? | 


Fe,mer. In deedel doe receaue for Saint Frantas. 


Friar. Then ile make you pay for S. r 


| 4 | Buſoling beth ſides. be df 171 $51 157 
Famer. Helpe helpe,l am 22 — am robde. | a 
Lone. Villaine you wrong the man, hands off. . 

Friar. Maiſters | beſeech you leave rhis brawling, and giue me 
 leauetoſpeake: Soi is, I went to dice with S. Francis, and loſt 


fue Nobles, by good fortune his Caſhier came by, receaued it 


of me in ready cath,1 being very deſitous uw try my fortune 
turther,playde ill; and as the dice not being bound prentiſe 
to him cr any man, fauoured me, I drew a hand and won a hun- 
dred markes: no | referre i it to your udgements whiches the 
Friar is to ſeck 


oe | 
ache Farmer muſt and hall pe l 


ere 


| 


WD. Edward iel, 
ere be paſſe. ; 


Farmer. Shall ie, why willyoube content copay halle ax you bs 


1 you had been robde o 
er, Ile take no charge of you l. | 
 Faimer, Alas, l am vndone, 9 85 
 Lirellen. So fir Friar, now you haue gathered vp your 
I pray you ſtand vp and giue the me ſlengets their cha 
- Robin Hoad may reccauc his Foule. | 
Friar. And ſhall My Lord. Our thriſe renowmed 


fie: 7 


of Wales and Robin Hood of the great Mountaine, doth will and 


commaund all paſſengers, at ihe fight of Ric ſurd fe 


me Friar Dauid ap Tate to lay downe their weapons, a 
— to yeelde, for cuſtome towardes the main 


|  bighnes Warres, the halfe of all ſuah golde, ſiluer, mo 
money worth as the ſayd meſſenger | — chen about hi 
if he conceale any part or parcell of the lame, then 


forfaite all that he poſſeſſeth at thatpreſem; and this ſentence = 


| bs irrcuocable,confrmed by our Lord Llaellen Prince of Wales, 
And Robin Hood of the great Mountaines- | 
 Livellen. So,vayle your budgets to Robi of the Mounnine But 
what art thou that diſdayneſt to pay this cuſtome, as if thou 
ſcorneſt the greatnes of the pads f Wales? 
* Fayth Robin thou ſeemeſt to be a good fellow , theres 
[ „ halfe is mine and halfe is thine : bur lets to gif thou 
| man for man, to try who ſhall haue the whole, 175 
Lluellen. Why thou ſpeak wh thou ſhou'deſt ſpeake. My mai- 
ſters oa payne — my duſpleaſure depart the place and Jeaue vs 
to to our ſelues, I muſt lop bas Lopghankes, for ue care to 
à⁊ payte of Longſhankes. 

| bey are faire markes ſir and muſt defend as I may: : Dauy 
be gone. Holde here my hartes, long-legges giues you this a- 
mongſt you to ſpend blowes one with an other, Dan now 
Daus dayesare almoſt come at ende. 
Mortim. But Mortimor this fight isſtrange, ſtay thou in fore dor - 
ner do ſee what will befall in this hatt aile. | 

Edvvard. Now Robin of the Wood, oli 155 Robin Hood, be abnow ne 

| | to your worlhyp by thelc prefents, chat the Longſhankes which 
you ayme at, hauc brought the King: of Englande; into che ſe 
Mountaines 10 vle Lluellin, an ry * 45 a blade wich big 
man that ſuppoſeth him ſcite Prince of W Ae 


| | Lluelles. w hat Sir King, welcams to Cambibiit: what fagith | 


G2, : Eat vard 


my 
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Edvvard,da reſt thoy en langer thy ſelfe to rravell ele Moun- 
rates? An chou io footuh bardie,as wo combat wah the Prince. 
ot Wales? | 
LAr verd. What l hare, chou ſeeſt: what l can dene, thou 
ſhalt ſhortly k now iI chinke thee aGenyleman, and therefore | 
bolde oo ſcorne tot — 2 | 
Lluellen. No Eduvard,l am as good a man n geile. 
Longsh. That ſhall I try. | = 
7 bey fight, and Dauid rakes bis buatbers — 
Edvvard. Halloe Eduvardyhow are thy ſences confoun ed: 
What Dan. is it po>fible — ſhouldeſt be falſe to — | 
Davy. Edvard, | am true to Wales, and fo haue be | 
— buch, and tha ſhall che King of Eoglande know to 
L'vellen. What Paret did not! charge yours be gon with your 
tcllowes? | 
Morti mor. No lande, no Potter I; but Mortimor the Earle of | 
March, whoſe commmg to theſe woods, 15 to deceiue thee of | 
hy Lone,andrefervedto ſaue my Souerai life. | 
Dauid. V pon them brother, let them not breath, | 
T be King hath Luelle n dor var, and David bath 756 "20 RNS | | 
Longs. Villaine thou deft : God and my right hath preuailed. 
Dauid. Bale Earle, now doth David trump in dune overthrow: 
Aie is me,Lluelles at the feete of Longthanks. | 
Longs. What Mortimor vnder the ſword of ſuch a T 
Mortimor, Braue King. un chy {word vp to the hilts nt che blood 
of the rebell. 
Lones. O Mortimor,thy lyfe is dearer to mecken mille of rebels. | 
Damd. EA ws my brother, and Mortimer lives, 8 
Lorgib. l villaine, thouknoweſt too well haw deare l holde my 
Mortimor : 1iſe man and aſſure thee, and the hate l beare to 
thee is long in reſpect of the deady hatred l beare to thatnoto- 
rious rebell. | 
Mortimor. A way,his f ighe to me is le the be of a Chdraricer 
Villaine,l goe to teuenge me onchy tr and to make thee 
patterue to the worlde, of Mouncanes reaſon, falſhood, and: 
ingratitude. Exit Mortimor. 
Dauid. Brother, a chafes : but bard Was your * to be ouet- 
maiſtred by che coward, 
Liuellen. No coward Dauid. his courage is hke to che Lion; ind 
were it aut that rule and fourraignrie [ety at ine, [ could lou | 
_ ani bonovr the man for his valour, 6 


x Dan 4 


of Edward A 


Daxid. But the Porter h ihe villaine will oever our of my mind 


whilſt I liue, and I will ay to be revengcd on his villamc. 
Livellen. Well David, what will be ſhall be: therefore caſting 


| thele matters out of cur heads, David thou art welcome to cam 
ius, let vs in and be merne after thus colde cooling, and to pre- 


122 to 0 our lelucs * g the laſt threacniogs, 
Exeunt ambo, 


Afier the et e done, the Heraldes bauirg 
attended, they paſe auer, the Bride is ledd h tru 
| Noble men, Edmund cf Lancaſter, and the 
_ Earleof Suſiex,and the Eihop. 
bn Welcome lane Countciic of Gloſter, to Gilbert de Clare for 
| euer, God giue them ioy: colin Gloſter, let vs now goe viſite 
| the King and Qugene, and preſent their Maicſties with their 
| Young Sonne Eduvard Prince N Halti. | 


| Thenallpaſſt in their order tothe Kingei Pauilion. the King 

7 futs in bis Tent vvith bu Pages about bum. 

Bizbop. We repreſent your Highnes molt humbly, with your 

young donne Edvud of Carnaruan Prince ot Walen | 

| Sound Trumpet. 

o God ſaue Edwvard ot {arnerum 8 ol Wales. 

| Longsbanks kiſſes tem both. 

Longs. Edivad | Prince of Wales, God blefle thee with long lyfe 

| and honor: welcome lone Countelk of Glaſter, God blefle thee 

and thine for euer. Lords, let vs viſite my Queene and wyte, 
whom we will at once prelent wich a Shuine and Daughter ho- 


noured to her deſire. | 
Sound Trumpets : they all march to the Chamber. 


Bubop ſpeakes 10 her in ber bed. 
Wee humbly preſent your Maieſtie with your young Sunne 
Edvvard of Ca rnaruen Prince of Wales. Sound Trumpets. 


Ommes. God ſaue E d of cnarum Prince of Wales. 
D. ene Flinor hee hiſſe(b ham. | 

iGenchertls Biſhop, holde take that to buyc thee a Rochell: W a; 
come Welſhman: hee te Nurle open him, and haue him to the 
Ere for Gods lake, they haut t uz ed hun and waſh him through- 
ly and that be good: and welcome lone Counteſſe of Gloſter, 
God bleſſe thee with long lyte,tonour, and harrs eaſe. 

I 2m now as good as my word Gloſter, ſlice is thine, make much 
ol her gentle Earle, 


Gz. Lorgub. 


— — — 
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11. Hittorie 


Z Way want e perk ber come ormene, 


men . and . 


your Prince. 


Long. Mailter Bride groome, by ol le cuſtonde this i$ your 4 
i ing day: Sir Dauid you may commaunde ali ample welcome 
" in u Court, for your countrey men. Brother Edmund, re- 


uell it now or neuet, tor honour of yuur Englands ſonne: Gl fler 
now lil e a braue Bridegroome marthallthis many, and ſer 
theſe Lordes an Ladyes to — ſo ſhall you fulfill the 


old Engliſh wy tis merry in Hal hen beard wag all. 


After the chowve, t King and Dueene 9000 allthe 5 
| and Ladhel in place, Longenkes ente th. 
What ty dings bringes erſſts to our Court? | 
ner in Fuſſt with a Halter about bis neck e. 
Veſſei. Tydinges io make thee tremble Engliſh. 
Loxg. Mee tremble boy? mult not be newes from Scotland, 

Can once make Engliſh Edvard ſtand agaſte. 
Veſſes. Balioll hath cholſen at this time toſtusre, 
To roue hum 1 caſt che — 


N 


That Scots inglo haue borne from thee, 
| And Adee Ed efehy bas | | | 
And make his r s rorcobraine his righes: | 


And for his homage ſendes thee all this * 
Edmund. Why how now princocks, prateſt 1 5 
Verſſes. I doe my mellage truely from my Kin, 

This {word and targot chide: in lowder ccarmes, 

I bring defiance from Tobn Balio!ll, | 

To Engluh Edvward and his Barons all, | 
| Long, May ſo mee thin kes thou defieſt mee ich a witaelle. 

Verſſts. Balio!! my King in Barwicke males his Court, 
5 Campe he Ipreades vpon the ſandie line, 

And dates thee tothe Battayle in his right 5 
Edmuad. . What Coutt and Campe, in Engliſhmens deſpighi: 
Long. Holde Meſſenger, comme nde mee to thy King, 

Weare thou my Chayne, and catry this to him: 

Greete all his route of Rebels more or leſſe, 

Te]! them ſuch (hatnefull ende will hit cher all, 
And wend with this as teſolutely backe, 


Lane: Now my ſecete wel, what more Gut N „ 


© 
"7 a , 
* 


| Of Edward Longshankes. 
As du to England broughſt thy Schttiſni braues: - - + 
| Tell then dildainetullyc Baboltrom vs, N 
| Wecdle rouze him from his holde, and makehim frame). 
Diſodge his Can: pe, and take bis walled Towi.e, : 
| Say what I bidihee Verſes to his teeth, 
Aud came this favour, and a beuet thing, 
F . Yes King of baglaad, hom my hart beloues, 

Iminke, as I promiſt hin: to brave thee beere, 
So ſhall I bid 40h Balioll bace — 

So ſhalt thou carne my Chay ne and fauour | 
| * carrie him this 4 that — lcadft. *. | 


Why now is Eng landes harueſt ripe; | 

Barons,now may you teape the rich r _ 

That vader warlike colours ſpringes in 

And growes where enſignes wan vpon 2 

Falle Bal:oll Barwicke is no — of | 
To ſhrowde thee from the Edvverds artnet 


No Scot, thy Treaſohs feare aal make he breach, 
for Englandes pure renowne to enter 
| Omnes. Amame amaine vpon theſe weackerous Scoutes. 
Amainc ſay all, ypon theſe treacherous Scottes. 
Long: While wee with Edmund,Gloſter, andthe reſt, 
With ſpecdic iournies gather vp our forces, 
And beate theſe brauing Scottes from Englands dender 
I ortimor thou ſhalt take the rom in taske, 
That rcuell heeie, and ſpoyle faire Cambria. 
My Queene when ſhe is firong and well a foote, 
Shall poſt to London, and repaſte her there: 
Then God ſhall ſend vs happely all to meete, 
And iy the honors of our viftories, | 
Take vantage of our toes, and ſee the time, 
| Keepe ſtill our holde, our ſight yet on the pla yne: 
Ball I come, proud Balioll and ingrate, 
Perſwaded to chat thy men from Englands gate. 
Exit Edvoard Ring. 


Wl! Enter Balio!l b lbs 
paliolt, Princes of Scotland, and my louing friendes, 
Whole neckes are ouer-wearied with the yoke, 
And leruile bondage of theſe Engliſhmen, 
Li vp your hornes,and with your braſen hoofes, 


Spurre at che honor of your Enimies. _ 
| 15 


The Hittoric 5 
Tis not ambitious ughts of priuate rule; 1 
Hath forſt your 8 take on him theſe Armes: 
Tis Countries it is the commons good, | 
Ot vs and of our braue poſteritie 2 to — 4 armes, 
Verſies by this hath tolde the King our mindes, 
And he hath brauc proud England o the proofs 
We will renumer This reſolution, | 
Wh golde, with glory, and with kingly gy Fes. | | 
Lord. By (weete Saint lerome, V erſſet alle nor ** 
To tell his me ſlage to the Engliſh King, | 
And beard the iollev Longihantes to his fate, | 
Were he the greateſt 2 in the worlde: 
And hecre he 22 halter makes him haſte, 
Enter Veen. 
Long live my Lord the rightfull King of Seors. 
zalioll. Welcome Verſſes, hat newes — England? 
Like to che meaſure of Scotlandes King? | 
Perfies my Lord in tearmes like to hi | ſelfe, 
ke to the meſſenger of Sconiſh King, | 
Defyed the — 2 land and their Lords, 
That all his barons trembles at my threates: 
And Long himtelfe as — and amazed, - 
Gade on my face not witting what to ſay; | 
Till rouſing vp he ſhakt his threarning baire, | 
= is Verſſes — 5 take thou King Edvoards „ 
5 VP pon condition, thoua doe, 
To Balioll fal ſe, perurde Babs! „ 
For in theſe tearmes he bad me greete your in Grace, 
2 aue this Haker to your Excellence 
ce the chayne, and giue your Grace the rope. 
Fail You tooke the chayne, and give my Grace the rope, 
Lay hold on him: why miſcreat recreant, 
And &arſt thou bring a Halter to thy King? 
But ill quit thy paine, and in chat chayne 
n a filuer Gallowes ſhalt thou hang, 
The honored with a golden rope of England, 
And a ſiluer Gibbet of Scotland, 
Thou mayſt hang in the ayre for fowles to feede vpon, 
And men to wonder at: away with bim 


Verß 


After the febt of lohn Balioll is done ,enter Mortimor 


. of the Rebell. | 
Mori. 


Edward L. ongthanhes.. 
ene that Dru ll pure an cal 


ſpare not the ſt he, 
Thar hanocks Englands 9 toyaltie. Exit Mn 


vb make the proclamation 290n the walter. Sound rung. 
Enter Que ene alone. 6 i 
Now firs the time to purge our melancholy, 
Aud be renenged vpon this Landon te 
Katherma. 1 
Enter Ratber ina. At hand Madam. | 
Queen. Bring foorth our Londoa Maris herre, 
Kather, | will Madam. 
Qucen. Now Nell bethinke ther of ſome torture: for the Dame, 
Aud purge thy choller to the vttermoſt. 1 
Enter Mari: and Katherine. | 
N ow miſtres Maris you haue attendance vrgde, 
And therefore to requite your curteſie, 
Our minde is to beſſo an office on you ſtraight. 
Maris. My ſelfe, my ye, and ſeniice mighty Queene, 
Are humbly at your Ma eſties commaund. 


or Landeres? 


Maris. Then may it pleaſe your Maicftit, to entertaine your 


| Handmaid for your Narfe :the wil attend the Cradle careful ly. 
ueen. O no Nurſe, the Babe needes no great 10cking, it can 
lull it ſelfe: Katherina, binde her in the th 
how ſheele become a Nurſe. So, now Katherine draw foorth her 


Breaſt, and let the Serpent ſucke his fill: Why fo, now ſhes a 


Nurſe, ſucke on ſweete Babe, 

Maris. Ah Queene, ſweete Queene, feeke not my blood to fil | 
For I ſhall die before this Adder haue his fill. 

Queene. Die or die not, my minde ts fully pleaſed, 
Come Ratberine, to London now will we, 
And leaue our Maris with her nurſetie. 

Katberine. Farewell ſweere Maris, Jooke ynto the Babe. 

Exeunt Ducene and Katber. 

Maris. Farewell proude Queene, the author F my d eath, 
The ſcouięe of England, and to Englyſh Dames: 
Ab Husband, ſweete lohn Bear mber Maier of London, 
Ab didſt thou know how Marie is perplext, | 
Soone wouldſt chou come to Wales, and rid me ofthis palrl: 


Rae oh I de, my with is all in yaine, Here t dies. 
H: | , Anter 


Dueene Then miſtres Maris ſay, whether will you be our Nurſe 


e, and let me ſee 


Rr * * 
8 * r r e 


r 2 


Lullin balely. rune f 
No Welſhmen, ot 
For it ny men (ately aue ge the Buide 4 | 
Carcles ot 3 rech e no ſowre cuent 
Englands broad wombe hack not a l 
That can cxpel. Een lun his land. . 
Enter Das d. 
Fle Lord of Ce Prince ot Wales, 
Sweete brother flie, the field 13 wonne and loſt, 
Ihou at belet with aud) futious troupe 
And cucled Mortimor Ii ca Lion lea e:: 
Our men haue got the Bride but all in vaineg |. _ . 
I The Englubmenare come cppon our backes, 
a Either fice or die for Edyvara bath die r 
For me 1 have my celcuc in m hand, I 
England on me no torinears ſhal ioflic | | 
Farcwcll Leeden * wee meete in Heaven. 
4 * 


Fe” We heres ets, | | 
Livelley is ſlaine vuith a Pike flaſfe: 

Let ſoft my harts, let vs his countenancelce; 

I his is the pnnce, i kom bim by his face. 

O gracious fortune that me happie made, | 

To ipvile the weede that 2 faite Cambria, 

Hale him from hence, and in this buꝛkie wood, = 

Bury bis corps, hut tot lus head I voned, 


I wall r dn with the fame. | 
TO hott | Exeunt uu. 


Friar. Ceme my be tn _— ſeruane, that ia 


ſorne ſtormes haue Rood my maiſter, hang chee | fear cker, 
leaſt I hang tor thee; and dowae oa thy mary 
lich kcllow, ws iN nad —_— 


of Cara e 


Cod and King Eduverd, for playing the rachel and herebell 

| hercin Wales: ab genele Richard, many a hot breakefaſt have we 
deen at , and now ſince like one of u his frozen 
| Knightes, [muſt hang vp my weapon vpon this tree, and come 
| ifericordiam to the mad Potter Mortimer wring thy hands 

—— x pinifull fare well to thy pikeſtaffe at parting. 


The Friar hexing frog his ſarevoelt te b's ige, a ta 
2 aud exit the Fax. hy bs 


| 


Fater Mortimer vvith hu Sou don ee Elav. 


Ae. Rinde faſt the Traitor, and bring him away, at the 


bw may iuſtly patic ypon him and receide the re ward if mon- 
/ firous ttealons and vi lanie, ſtayne to the name ↄnd be nout of 


bis noble countrey : for you that flew L/ucllen, and pref; nicd vs 
. with his heade,the King ſha!lreward your fortune and chivalry. 


Sweete Ladie,abatc not thy loukes ſo heauen ie to the earth, 
Godand the King of Englnd hath Boner for thee in dete, and 
 Mirtimers bart at ſeruic@2nd at thy commaundement. 
Ef nov. Thankes pertle Lord: but alas who can Blame Efinor | to 
| accuſe her ſtares, that in one howre bath loſt Ronor and con- 


tentment: 


ern. And in one bowre may your Lad: ſhip recover boch if you 
| vouch(afc to be aduiſed by your friendes: but what _ the 


| Friar here vpon his mary bones? 

Fr ar. O Potter Potter, the Friar doth foe, 

| Now bu olde marſter is ſlaine and gone, ro hane 2 new, 

| Elinor. Ab ſweetc L nell. how thy death I rue. 

Sortimor. Well ſaid Friar, bettet once then neuer: giue me thy 

| hand my cooning ſhall falle me but we will be fellowcs vet: 

and now Rebm Ecod 1s gone, it ſhall coſt me whor water but 
| thou ſhalt be King Edvvard« men, onelie I enioyre thee this, 
come noctoo nearc her Friar, bu: good Friar be ar my hand. 

Friar, O ſitte, 10 firre, not lo (irre : a was warned too larchic;none 

| ef tha fleth I Joe, 

Mo-itmor Com- on. and for thoſe that haue made their fabmif. 
Aion, and pruen ther names in the Kinges name, | pronounce 
| than pardones : aud God laue Kinv rat ard. | 

Exe unt ambo from Att. 


Ha. | - Heres 


4 a 7 Onten? Elmor ang lone... 
Q Elm. why Kb the welc 00 Cite 
how'de the ſe diſturbe our rs, Knowing chat I am Ed- 
vvords wife and Eng ands Queencyhaze thinon (haring wer 


to threaten me? | 
Tore: Ah mo r,bla heme not fo, you eme ang orb 
wicked det phos our g Fri! _T 
& call to minde your fi null fact communed again the Maris 
here obloucly | Loadoogz0d bener Mary London ee 
fo full of — & pittie to the —— her e . made . 
that London cries 6 ve f 
ne. I rid her nat. dr her not mmm, by - oo ARR; 
raitots they are ro Ed varũ and to hade Queens, tha 
Taie I made r Maris. 
Inne. 2 ee motlber 1 1 "Be beldect 
priſe corne w; noxſiop their mouths, that and you haus made 


awaic that vertuous woman. 
anh 3nd ſwallow ma, and fer tay ſoul Gacke 
f1 ware Autor of that women: Trade. Ob: 


mother 
lone. UK 2 belpe is nothing : : ob the is ſancke, and hebe 
ea mer Yay — N 4 ing greene, for euer 
chang ew, and neuet ma graſſe grow. greene againe, 
'bur os and teturne to ſtonees, becauſe: beauicous 
E'mor ſincke on thee: wel, wil ſende ——— my fathers \ 
Grace nbi ofths ſtrange 8 f Al. 


Alarum, a charge afier long shrmizh, ſent fo florich. 
Enter K;Edwvard with bis trameand Baliall 

priſoner. Ed vvard ſpeaketh. 1354 

er, Hoy trothles King what truutes have! 
at ende bath treaſon, but a ſodaine tal? 
ak 25 haue knowne thy lyfe and bringing b. 

la ↄtailed the e for — learning an 

How £ owe; it.thca that thou forꝑetil one | 

5 1d chee do forget inoxatitude? - | | 
Vnbinde, this hand hath aoiurcdthee a king, . 

This rongyeprpnountt che ſentenca o thy ruch, | 

It chou in luc ut mine vnfaigned Joue, | | 

* ar mcs tor to o attempt v crow ne, 


Jane, help! 


\ 


Now 


Of E ie Loy W 


Now ſee thy fruites, thy es are diſpearſt, N 
„Ae e t paſt thy bounds, 5 
I hy ſlurdie necke muſt ſtoope to beare this yo. 
dalia. I tooke this lefon Edguvird from my booke, 

4 To keepe a iuſt equaluy of minde, | 

| Content with eueiy fortune as it comes, 

| So canſtthouthreat no more then! expect. : 
Edvvard. So fir, your moderation it enforſt, 

| Your goodly gloſes cannot make it good. 

Babel. Then will l keepe in ſilence what l meane, 

Since Edvard thinkes my meaning is not good. 
Edmund. Nay Ba lioll ipeake forth, if there yer temaine, 
A little remnant of perſwading Art. 

14 4 If cunning haue power to win the king, 
1e thoſe unploy it that can flatter him̃. 

It honorcd deede may reconcile theRiog, 
I It hes in me to giue, and him to rake, 
Eduvard. Why what remaines tor Bgyoll now to giue? 
Balolli Alegeance as becomes a roiall king. | 
| Edvvard. What league of tab, where league is broken once? 
Balizll, The greater hope in then that once have falne. 
| Edwond. But fooliſh are thoſe Monarchesthat doe yon 7 
| Aconquered Realme vppon ſubmiſsue yowes, | LES 
Bali. There take my crowne and ſo redeme my life, - ? 
Edvvard, hir, that was the choiſeſt plea of both, „ 
For who ſo quels the pompe vf ha wemindes, ER 1 
* And breake: ther ſtaffe, whereun they build their . W 
| Ts ſure in wanting power they carrie not hatme. 3 | 
| 'Baboll ſhallſive, but yet within ſuch bounds, - | | 
That if his wings grow fl 85 they may be clic. EY | Z 


Enter the Potter and the Potters . called the Potthr 

biue dvvelling there, and lohn ber man. 

Potter vviſt. lotm come awaic, you goe as though lea 

2 great h naue & be afraide of » arke thandering & | 
1obn. Cal you this a lile thundering l am ſure my 8 — | 8 
it a great deale,for | am ſure they art ſtuft with thunder. x 

Pocteri vv. They are ſtufte with a foole, ate they not? will it - 

pleaſe you to carne the lanterne a little handommer, and not 

do carrie it with your handes in yonr ſſopz. 5 

lohn. Slops quoth you woulde l had tatied at home by the fre, | | 


& then | ſhouldnot haue en my hands in my pockers | 


WR 


* be Hiftorie FEE 
but lle lay one ufe l know the reaſop of this fohle weather, 


Pot. vviſe. u kao che reaſon?! pray thee lan cell me, and 

let me heare — * an? 

1. 1 ly my life ſume of your Gokiips be welfe legd that we 
came from : but you are wile Miſtres, for you come now away, 
and will not ſtay a gobipping in a dry boulcall night. 

Potters tvift Would it pleaſe you io walke, and leave off your 

| knaverie: but ſtay lobn, what's that rifeth og: of che och 
leſus bleſſe vs; lem. locke how it riſeth higher and higher. 

Jebn. By my troch Vuſtris tis a woman: good | Lord, Ce women 
gtov, l never lawinone grow before, | 

Potters vviſe. Holde thy tongue thou fooldh knave it is tv ern 

of ſome woman. 

Lucene. Ha, let me ſee, Where am l. on Choring greened L on 
Charing greeve, | be:c heard by Wellminſter, where | was crow- 
ned, and Edvverd there made King: I tis ttue. lo it is; and tbete · 
fore Edwoard kiſſe not me, vnleſſe you \ will Nraight perfume 
your lips Edouard. = 

Potters wife. Ora pro nobis fob, 1 praic cal to your prayers; fur 
my lie it is the Cgeene chat chafes thus, who ſuncke th.s day on 
Charing greene, and now is tiſen vp on er 2 1 8 theres 
tore trulic Jobs ile goe ta here. | . 


25 Here ter the Potter: vviſt ge to the ens. 
Queene. Welcome good woman, what place 43 ths, ſea or land? 
| pray ſhew to me. 
Potters wife. Your grace needs not to feare, you are on brive 
ground: ic is the Potters Hiue, and thetefot e cheare your Ma- 
— for I will ſee you ſafe conduQted wo the * caſe mu 


highnes be therewuball pleaſe d. 


Mahe 8 nai, VVeſtuvard bl 2 | 
, Queen, l, good woman conduCt me to the caurt. hat there I m jay 
bewaile my ſinfull life, and call to God to ſaue my wretched 
ou e: woman, what noiſe is this I heare? | 
Potters vviſe. And Ik. your Grace, it ische Wauermen that ci cales 
for p.{lengers to Weitward now. | 
Queene. Tha: firs my turne, for I will ſtraight with him to kings 


to vne to the court, and the re tepole me til i the king come 
home: and therefore fweete woman conceale what thou Haſt 
leeene, and lead. mee to cho. c Wargrunn, tor here doth 


Elinor dtoupe. 


of Edward e 
| Jobn, Come come, hercs a' godly leading of you irhere now 


tuſt you mult make vs atcard, & not l mult be r car - 


zyutʒ ol you: 1 would you. were boneſtly 1 
that I were not uoubled with you, 
| | Excunt ambo, 


Enter tuo cla 2 chat Dan d bal be 
| bange d, ibe ucher of ihc Queanes ſinking, 
1. Meſ⸗ 3 a tortune wautc vpon the Crowne 
Ot Princche Equvard knglands yalant king. 
| Eqdvvard. Ihankes Meſicny.c, and if N Cod 8 
I hat winged thor ane vppou | 
lle make her — k,n | 
V hole uue allegeance doth co —— — | 
What 1, Ce Wal wine | 
2. Mey] vg Ihe falle difturber of that waſted fojile, 
Wich us adherents is lurpriſed my King: 
And in atluraunce he ſhall ſtart no more, 
Bieathles he lic, and headles tomy Lordes: 
I! hc curcumitance cheſc ines thalt here vatold, | 
Edvard. A harmfull weede by wiledome rooted outs | 
| Canneuerhurt che true jograftedplane, 
ZBut what, the acwes Sir Thom . 3 
Spencer. Wonders my Lord, wrapt vp in words 
And Letters to mfourme your Maicſhe. 
| | Edwvvard. O Heauens, what may theſe muacles portegde | 
Nobles, my Queene u ficke, but what is more? | 
| Reed ray Edmund recde,a wondrous chance. 


| Edmicnd reedes a line of the Queens fonchi 
| Edmund, And I nu beard nur read fo ſirange a 
| Edvard. Swecte Quecne, this i s a turfct tane 

Of pride, wherewith thy womans hart did {well 

A dangerous maladie in the bart to dwell, _ 
Lords, march we towards London gow in haſt, 

I will goe ſec my louelie Elmor, 

And comfort her — this ſtrange affright, 

And where ſhe is impor tune to haue tal | 
And ſecret conference with ſome Friars of France, 
Mun thou with me and | with thee will 2 

And take che ſweete confeſsion of m 


We will haue French enough per with the 2 
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I would dorpoc for milhons of gol dle: 
What knowes your grace diſguiſed #you wend, 
What you may heare in ſecrecy reuvealde? : | - 
That may appeale and diſconte ut your dennen 
A good creature is your Elixor, 14 
Brought vp in niceneſſe and in de hcacie: 
Tben liſten not to her confeß ion Lord, . 
To wound thy heart nh fome enkinde congeite; 
But as for /.ancaſter be may not goc. | 
k. Edt vard. Brother I am reſolude, and goe 1 will, 
If Godgive life, andcheare mydying Queene : | 
Why Mun, why man, what ere Kang Edvard bees 
It lies in God and hi m to pardan all. Fn 
Ile haue no ghoſtlie Father out of France. | 
England hath learned Clarkes and Contellars, | | 
To comfort and abſolue as men may doe: | 
And tk be ghoſtlie Father tor this once. | | 
Edmund. Edmund thou maiſt not goe although thou die: 
And yet how maiſt thou here thy King denie? | 
Edvvard is gracious, mercifull, mecke and milde, 
But furious when he findes he is beguilde. 
Edvvard. Meſſenger hie thee backe to Shrewsbuty. 
Bid Mortimor thy maiſter ſpeede him faſt, | 
And with his fortune welcome vs to London, 
I long to lee my * louelie Queene, 
Exeunt fel. | 


Enter David drauvne on 4 hurdle with Mortimor and officers, 
accompanied vvith the Friar, the Nouicꝭ, the Harper, 
axd Liue'lens bead on a ſpeat fe. 
Friar, On afore, on afote. | | 
Nouice. Hold vp yourtorches for droppi N 
Friar. A faire proceſsion, Sir Dauid be of good * you cas- 
not goe out of the waic hauing ſo manie guides at hand. | 
Nouice. Be [ure of chat, for we goe all the high Way to the Gal- 
lowes I warrant you, 
David. I goe where my ſtarre leads me, and die i in my countreis 
iuſt caule and quarrell, | | 
Harper. The Statre that twinckled at thy birt, 
Good brother mine hath mard thy mirth, 
An olde laide law, Earth muſt to earth, 


Next 


R a — 


of Edward 2 es, 


| Nexryecre will be a pitteous dearth 
Ot Hempe, I dare lay a penny, 
Tha yeere is hangde ſo many. 


Friar- Well ſaid Morgan Pigot Harper,znd Prophet forthe Ring 


one mouth. | 
Nowice. Tunda ted? tedo dote . This is the day, the time is 
come, Morgan Pigots prophecie and Lord Lizellens Tragedie. 
Friar. Who ſayth the Prophet is an Aﬀe, | i 8 
Whoſe prophecies come fo to paſſe? | | 
Sayd he not oft, and ſung it to, Ine ſen after much adoe. 
Sbould in ſpite heaue vp his chin, and he the higheſt of his kin? 
And ſec aloft Llueilens head, empalled with a crowne of lead: 


| My lord let not this South. ſaire lacke that hath ſuch cunming in 


Harper. Dauid hold ſtill your clac xe, (his iacke, 
| Leaſt your heeles make your necke cracke. 


Fri, Gentle Prophet and you loue me, fotſpeake me not tis 


the worſt lucke in the world io ſtirte a Wich, or anger a Wiſe- 
man. Maiſter Shiriffe, haue we any haſte? belt giue my horſes 
ſome more haie. | Exeunt omnes. a 


E linor in child. bed, vviib ber dang ter 3 other Lache. 
du Eli. Call foorth thoſe renowmed Friars come tom France, 
And raiſe me gentle Ladycs in my bed, 
| That while this faultting cogine of my (peach, 
l lleane to vttet my concealed guilt, | 
| may reſpect and lo repent my ſinnes. 
Lone. What plague afflicts your roiall Maieſtie? 
Qu. Eli. Ah lone I periſhthrough a double warres: 
Firſt in this painful priſon ot my ſoule, 
A world of dreadfull ſins holpe thee to fight, 
And Nature hauing leſt her warking power, 
| Yeeldesvp her earihlie Fortunes vnto death. 
| Nextouer War my ſoule is vuer preaſt, 
| In thee my Conſcience loaden with miſdeedes, 
Sittes ſeeing My Conſcience to enſue, | 
| Withour eſpeciall fauour from aboue. 
iT: Your Grace muſt accoum it a warriors croſſe, 
Jo make reſiſt where daunger there is none, 
Superdewe your Feuer by 7 Art, 
And helpe you ſtill through hope of heauenlic aide. 
Qs. Eli. The careleſſe ſſeepe tule on the moumaines te 55 
That ſce che les man floating on the ſwerge, | las 
| I Ahe 
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The threatning I vich theo i | 
Toouc tw helme and drowne hiscraiſe | 
His rack es evrne, his ſailes borne ouer 1 
Hor pale hike V allovve flowres the mountaine Randes? a 
| Vpponbis hatches waiting for bis icarke, 
Wr:nying his hands that ought to plaie the p apes 
May blame his feare 22 not for 
So thou poore loule maie tell a ſeruile rale, | 
May councell me, bur I that prooue thy paine, | 
May heare thee calke, but not redretle my _— 
Bar ghaſthe death alreadic is acgrelt, | 
To gleane the lateſt bloſſome of my life: | 
My tpirite failes me, ate theſe Friars come? | 


Enter the Ring and bis brother in Friar weed. 
King. Dominus vobiſc um. 
Edmund. Et cum ſpiritu tus. 
Ou. Elaor. Draw beate graue Fathers, 100 tpn my — 
| "parked our wikate Ladies for a whit, ; 
And leaue vs to our ſecret conference. | | 
King. What cauſe hath moucd your roall Maſti, 
To call your ſeruantꝭ from their countreis bounds, 
For to attend your pleaſure here in Fnglands couru 
#. Eli. See you not holie Friars mine eſtate, | 
My bodie weake,inclining to my graue. 
 Edm. We ſee and forrow for thy paine 1 
2 Eli. By this eternall ſignes of my defe: 
"Eriacs, conſecrate mine ineternall griefe: | 
iy ſoule, ah wretched foulewichin this breſt, {i 
Faint for to mount the Heauens with wings ene 14 
A hundred by flocking troupes of ſiune, 1 
I hat ſtop my paſſage to my wiſhed bowres. | 
Kjng. The neater Elinor, ſo the greateſt hope of healch, 
And daine to vn for to impart your quiet. | 
Who by our praiers and counſaile ought to arme, | 
Aſpiring ſoules to ſcale the heauenly grace. | wth 7 
O El. Shame and remorſe doth — my courſe 2 
Kine. Madam you need not dread our conference, 
Whoby the order of the halie Church, | 
Are all annoynte i to ſacred ſegrecie. 
Oy E 1. Did nat thinke, nay were | not aſared, 


r 4 :edping would be W ene | |. 
7 | | No 


of Edward Longshankes. 


No feare could make me to bewraie my ſelſe: 
But gentle fathers I haue thought it good, 
Not to relie yppon theſe Engliſhmen, 
But on your troibes, you holy men of Fraunce: 
Thea as you loue your life and Englands weale, 
Keepe ſecret my Confeſiion from the king: 
For why my ſtorie nearelie toucheth him, 
| Whoſe loue compared with my loſſe delights, 
| With manic forrowes that my heart affiights. 
Edmund. My heart miſgiues. | 
| Kang, Be ſilent, fellow Friar. 


Q Eli In pride of youth when I was young and faire, 


And gracious in the king of Englands ſight, 
The daie before that ni . his Hi ghnes ſhould 
Poſlefle the plcaſure of my wedlockes bed, 
Caitife, accurſed monſter as Iwas, 
His brother Edmund beautifull and young, 
Vppon my bridall touch by my conſent, 
Enioies the flowre and fauour of my loue. 

The King beholdeth his brother vvofully, 
And I becamea Traitreſſe to my Lord, þ 
| King, Facinus ſcelus, in fandum nefas. 


Eds. Madam, through fckenes, weakenes, and your wittes, 


[| 


twere verie good to bethinke your ſelfe before you ſpeake. 


. Eli. Good father nor ſo weake but that I wor, 
My hart doth rent to thinke vpon the time: 
But whie exclaimes this holie Friar ſo? 
Oh praie then for my faults religious man. 
Kg Tis charitic in men of my degree, 
| o ſorrow for our neighbours hanious ſinnes: 

And Madam, though ſome promiſe loue to you, 
And zeale to Edmund brother tothe King, 
I praic the Heauens you both may ſoone repent, 
But might it pleaſe your Highnes to proce ede, 
|  Vato this ſinne, à worſer doth ſucceede. : 
| Qs. E For lone of Acon the ſuppoſed child, 
And daughter of my Lord the Eng liſli King, 
Is baſe lie borne, begotten of a Friar, 
Such time as I was their anued in Fraunce, 
His onelie true and law full ſoone my friendes, 
He is my hope, his ſonne that ſhuuld ſucccede, 
Is ZAvvard of carnaruaꝶ latelie botuc, 
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Nose che ſcruples of my troubled minde, 


he Hiſtoric 


$ 
. ＋ * 


Iſigbing ſour within your reucrent caci 
Ch praic,for pittie praic, for | muſt die. 
Remuntc my God thetoliic of my youth, | | 
My groaned (piritex attends thy mercics ba. 
ne Klino, die. 


Fathers farewell, commead me to my King, 
Commend me to my children and my friebds, 
And _ rel _ will have huis due. 
ing. Bluſlung. I ſhut theſe thine inticing lampe 
" The — 22 make me ee bare, 
Pupus hard ned flames did neuer refieR, | 
More hudious flames then frem my breſt atiſe, | 
What tault more vilde vnto thy deareſt Lord: | 
Our daughterbaſ-,begouecn of a Prieſt, | 
And Ned my brother partner of my loue: 
Oh that thole eies that lightned Ceſars braine, | 
Oh chat thoſe lookes that maiitered Phucebus brand, 
Or elite thole lookes thut ſtaine Meliſaes farre, | 
Should ſhrine diicteet defire and Jawies luſt, | 
Vnhappic King dilronored in thy ſtocke:: 
Hence faigne q ycedes, vnfaigned is my griefe. 

Edi und. Dicad Prigce my brother, if my vowes auaile, 
I cal to wines Heauen in my behalfe: 
If zealcus'praicr anght drive you fiom ſuſpect, 

I bend my knees and bumblie craue this boone, 
That you — drive mildeedes out of youſ minde: 
May neuer good beude my life my Lord, | 
It oncelI drcamde v this damned deede, | Z 
But my decealed ſiſter and yout Queene, 
AﬀCted with recurelefle maladies, 
Impatient of her paine grew lunarticke, | 
Diſcouer: 1 never drcamde vppont | 
To pruue this true, the greateſt men ot all, 
Within their karned volumes doe diſcord, 


That all extreames, and all. and in naught but extteames, 


Then thinke oh King her agonie in death, 
Bereaues her ſence and memorie at unc, 
Sothatſhee ſpoke ſlice knew not how not what; 

lag. Sir fir, fame would vour highnes hide your faults, 
ly cunning vowes and gloſing tearmevvt Arte, 


And well thou maiſt dcluge theſe "RY ef, 


vet 


Of E 3 beg 44 


Vet neuer aſſwage by proofe this ie alous a 
Traitor, thy head ſhall raunſome my di 
Daughter of darkenes, whoſe accurſed b 
The Poet fained to live vppon Auernus, 
Whereas Cimerians darkenes checks the Sun, 
Daxid: icaloutic afflict me not ſo fore. 
Faire Queene Eltzor could neuer be ſo falſe. 
], but ſhee vowed thele trealons at ber death, 
A time not hte to faſhion monſtrous lies: 
Ah my vnęratefull brother as thou ait, 
Could not my loue, naie more,could not the law: 
Nai e further, could not nature thee {Hure, 
For to retraine from this mceſtuous ſinne: 
Haſt from my fight, call Jene of Acon here. 
Exit Edmund. 
The luke warme ſpring diſtilling from hiscies, | 
His othes, his vowes, his reaſons reſted with re morce, | 
From forth his breaſt impolſoned with ſuſpect, 
Faine would I deeme tha falſe, linge doe true. 


| Enter Neeb | 
I come to know what Englands King commaunds, 
1 wonder why your highhes greetes me thus, 
Vith ſtrange regarde and ynacquainted tearmes. 
| Kin. Ah Jone, this wonder needes muſt wound thy breſt, 
For it hach well vigh ſlaine my wretched heart. | 
one. What is the Queene my ſoueraigne mother dead? 
Woes me vnhappie Ladie woe begonne? | 
Ring. The Queene is dead, yet one lament not thou, 
© Aa loule guilrles art thou of this deceite, 
That hath more cauſe to curſe then to complaine, 
Jone. My dreadtull ſonle aſſailed with dolefull ſpeach, 
loynes me to bow my knees vnto the ground, 
Beſecching your moſt roiall Maieſtie, 
To rid your ir woefull daughter of ſuſpect. 
Ning. 1 daughter June, poore ſoule thou art deceaue d. 
The King of England is no ſcorned Prieſt, | 
Tone, Was not the Ladie Elnor your ſpouſe, 
And am not | the ofspring cf your loines? 
Ning. l but when Ladies liſte to ruone aftraie, 
The poore {ppoled father wearers the horne, 
And pleating leaue theic e ia Princes laps, 
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King. O ſommo Dio come ig 


E be Hiflorie | 
lone RS art FR to alcacherous Friar, | 
A Friar was thy fatber,hapleliclaze, | 


Thy mecheriguotelgon vowes no leſſe, | | 
And I vilde wretch(which ſortowed) hard no lefle; | 

lone. What, — yr ery brat? k : >] 

Preſumptuous wretch,why fore my king» 
How can I looke my husband in the face? of | 2 
Why ſhould 1 live my renowne is loſt? | | 
A way thou wantuq weede, hence worldes delight, 
Shee fal grouelung on the ground, | | 

come vinioet — 
VDefluer chain boces il fren gli al fianco. 


Por ce ine 


Speſſe ofuſcas fon dana membo oſc unro, ; 
Hapleſſe and wretched, lift vp thy keauic head, 
Curſe not ſo much asthis vn chaunc 
2 fortune ſtill will haue her — | | 
lone. ing, my King, let ſortune haue her courſe, 
Flie was. my hs take a bettet courſe; | 
Aies me from — 2 now am falne. 
You purple (prings that wander in my vaincs, 
e to feede m heauic heart, 
| Now all at once make haſt and pittie me, 
And ſtop your powers, and change your natiue courſe, 
Diſolue to aire your Juke-warme blouddic ame 
And ceaſe to be, hat | may be no more: 5 


Your curled lockes draw from this curſed head, 


Abaſe her pompe, for lone is baſclig borne: 
Ah Gloſter,thou poore Gloſter haſt the wrong, | 
bpPPbee ſe dies at the Dueenes beds feett. 
Die wretch, hate for lone hath liued too lng, 
| King. Reuiue thee haples Ladie, gre cue not thus: | 
in vaine ſpeake I, for ſhee reviues no more, 
Poore hapleſle ſoule thy owne eſpected mones, 
Hach wrought her ſoddaine and vntimelie death. 
Enter Edmund, Gloſter, running vvith Ladies, 
and connaies lone of Acon avuaie | 
Lords, Ladies haſt; ah Gloſter art thou come, | 
Then muſt I now preſent a Tragedie: 3 
Thy Iore is dead, yet grieue thou not her fall, 
dhe was too baſe a ſpouſe for ſu ch a Prince. 
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LES Elba 


Of Edward Longshankes. 


O ſweete allwagers of our maniall mille, 

Deſired death depriue me of my life, 
That I in death may end my lite and loue. 
Ring Glaſter, hy King is partner ot thy heauines, 
Although noi tongue, nor eres, be wrait his meane, 

For I haue loſt a flo te as faire as thine; 

A loue more deate, tor Elnor is dead: 

But ſince the heauenlie ordinance decrees, 

That all thinges change in their prefixed time, 

Be thou content and beare it in thy breaſt, 

Thy ſwclling gricte as ncedes I muſt mine, 

Thy lone ot .Aconand my Queenedeceaſt, 

Shall haue that Honor as beſcemes their ſtate, 

You peercs ot England, ice in roiall pompe, 

Theſe breathles bodies be entombed ſtraight, 

With tried colours couered all with blacke, 

Let Spaniſh ſteeqes as ſwitt as fleeting winde, 

Conuaie theſe Princes m their funetall: 8 I 4 

Before chem let a hundred mourners ride, i 

In euerie time of thear enforſte aboade: 

Reare vp a ctoſſe in token of their worke, 

Whercoa faire Eliners picture ſhall be plaſte, 

Arriued at London ncare our Pallas bounds, 

Interre my louelie Eliuor late deceaſs 

And in remembraunce of her toialtie, 

Erect a rich and ſtatelie carued Crofle, 

Whercon her ſtature ſhall with glorie ſhine, - 

And hence forth ſec you call it Chria croller: : - 
For why the chanceſt and che choiſeſt Queene, 


That cuer did delight my toiall eie, 

Their dwelt iu . — die in griefes2s? 
But ſoft, what tidings with theſe Purciuants: 1 
Enter Meſſenger approch from Mortimor. _ 

| Meſſenger. Sir Roger Mortimor, wirhall Suſe, as carſt your Grace 

0 meſſage did commaund, is here at hande in purpoſe to pre- 

ſent your Highnes wit his ſigaes of victorie: and trothles a il 

their accurſed King, with fire and {word doth threat Northum· 


berland. LOOP | 
King. How one affliction cals another over. 


Furſt death torments me, then I feele diſgrace, 
Againe, Lluellen he rebels in Wales, 1 
And falle Balioll mea nes to braue me to, . 5 
Fg 1 1 


a — — 


N 


e n "4 


rn 


n 
LPS  $ 


NE TE» 


ee 


„ 


na 
as. 


A" 
4 


— 
8 2 wo 
73 „ W 1 


e 
8 


— 


* 105 8 * . 
r 


n 
ER TN 


Er 
* 


6 


25 


Ma 


"ON e 
— 


2 
— 


n 8 7 OI 
1 2 \. ot * * 
4 * 3 3 b K « 4 F 

* AF 3+ *% y W ul. 


„ Os OC ov os 


a 
LY * Ss 
5” 


of 


* 
* 
* 
N 


3s 2 
r 


LS 
n |, * 


3 


T 


8 um | we 
OM WO ae, a EO 


* 


ee e 


Dn 
we" 


N. 
n 


e 
o 
e 
* — 
. 


. FR. r r . . © ; 
* * 1 Fs . 2 My . 9 08 2 "or" w * rap FR. 5 YI 


* 
n A * ue * . 
: 5 PR * WIS 
wo Fn - r 
oO TR X- 


OR 
* 
l r 


* 
. 


» 

* 
— OS 
rn 


N 
. 
3 


* 


22 £ - „ SS RIS * 7 3 5 
n 2 ec "447, Oe Res * [6 YI Wont 2 2 
e N N 1 W 5 Cc RO n 

* ” by . * ns * N lhe. rr 7 » % & ** r F 5 wn N MS „„ 8 KAT) N 521 A 3 . af t W + 7 - * 5 

I 9 hs ot * W * F N Rea A IE CFE She; e . r * N. ; vo £6 Fr ol * a; * 
r ia eee eee ST SN we 28 oa Rr RG ey 5 7 tro Obs NP. AD „ r r e HAR ar 2 
r 55 2 * ; 4 \ * 5 V3 7 y . Dee or We ko , 5 7 N Ni OLDS TP" F & ESTES er „ l 2 52 . . Wa N * n Y 5 

eee . * > $5.0: -$ 4 9 12 $195 e - *«- W "PS PI ene e . n N r N N E N N 8 4 oj Ft Ve e N Sa oY) 2 = b 

8 {> We” > VE D R NG N Nn N N 3 24 E W . 9 + Yy N 1 : 6 3 % 2 N N 8 © 
4 W L. * a KF N eee » A * T > : 


whe wit * 225 
7 © 4 e 9 g 
SCART 
£25 5 N g — 

* 0 9 


JE; 


4 
2 
22 

E 2 
I © 
SS 
5 
* 
25 
8 
3 
128 


* 
= 
& 
4 * 
2 3% 
VL 
* 
_ . 
> 


— 
The Hidtorie * 


But I will fande pro Gon for them all, . 
My conttancic Fate conguer death and SY 3 
And Aortimor tis chou muſt haſt ta Walcs, EA a 
And rouſe that Rebel from his ſtarting holes; Fo 
And rid thy Ring ol hu tontentious Oe: 
Wunſt I with Elwror, Glaſter, and the reſt, 
With | peedie ourne y gather vp out force, | 
And beat theſe bramng Scots from out ur bounds. | | 
Courage braue youlgicrs, fates hath done their worlt, 
Now vertue, let mo triunphc n thine aide. 

. : F... Edouard. 


| 601 alt. 

Gloſter Now Tone of Ac an let me mourne thy fall, 
Sole heere alone no ſet ther downd and ſigh: 
Sigh haples Gloſter tor thy ſodaine lofle, I 
Pale death alas bath banniſfied all wy pride, E 
Thy wedlocke vowes how ought have | beheld? 

Entgr Mortimor vuitth the be 4d. 

Thy eies thy lookes thy lippes and euerie pant, 

How nature ſtore in then to ſhew their Att. 
In ſhine, in ſhape,in colqur and compare 
But now hath death the epimie of loue, | 
Staind and deformed, the ſlune, the ſhape, the ede 
With pale and dinanes,and my loue is dead. | 

Ah dead my loue, vile wretch vile am 1 hung? 
So willcth fates, and I mult be contented. 1 
All pompe in time muſt fade and gtow to acthiog, | | 
Weprtl like Nope, yet it profits nothing; | 
Then ceaſe my ſighs ſinc I maie not regaine het. 
And woe to bretchel death that ihus hath * 

| Exu G. oſler. 
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